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. | PRELUDE 


Before the beginning of things, for there was neither 
time nor space then, nor word, nor form, nor thought 
to stand as a boundary, but only infinity and eternity, 
there was everywhere light pulsing in endless rhythm 
without matter, and the light was God. And God 
disported Himself in the midst of that light and was that 
light, and the universe was one. And God was at 
harmony with Himself, for he no longer desired anything 
but Himself, total, incomprehensible, perfect. And 
there was no division of time or space ; of life travelling 
on to death, or of death becoming life. And therefore 
there is nothing to be said about that state, for it was 
before the beginning, and shall be after the end. Yet 
all men have known that this state of which nothing 
can be said, is, for it is the undying soul in each one. 
But the soul cannot be separated from the body without 
the rebirth of death, and in God alone rests the time and 
the season. So I shall speak no more of this state, but 
discourse of what lies between, that is of human life. 


In human life there is illusion and there is reality. 


In illusion we are born of women, suffer various events, 
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and perish. In reality, for all men there solely exist 
these facts :—God desires to see Himself and to under- 
stand His own nature. And in order to do so, He ts 
obliged to cease to be eternal light. So He mixes light 
with darkness, that light may feed on darkness, and that 
darkness may do its own work under the eye of light. As 
darkness God is called Jehovah ; as light that feeds on 
darkness, he is Lucifer. And from this division into 
light and darkness comes time and space. These aré 
finite, and interpenetrating, time being the creator of 
space, and space being the measure of time. And so 
the universe takes on form, outline, and dimension, which 
are its perishable qualities, and so Jehovah rests in the 
arms of Lucifer and traces out the boundaries of time 
and space, and between these boundaries there is matter 
bringing forth animal and human life. This is the last 
division of God’s nature into plant and animal, into 
body and spirit, into death and life. 

For when there was in the universe nothing but 
Jehovah and Lucifer, there rose up warfare between 
them. Lucifer contended against Jehovah, and Jehovah 
suffered him to contend, and Lucifer began to perish in 
his contention. Portions of his being became exhausted 
and dead, but with other portions of more intense vitality 
he imbedded light in this dead matter and it became the 


germ of life. But now Jehovah, being angry at Lucifer 
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for creating out of himself a third dimension of living 
matter, bounded neither altogether by body nor soul 
but capable of interchanging both at will, interfused his 
dark spirit into the life so created, and gradually brought 
it to a pause. And that ts the reason why man is at 
once the end of evolution and the means to unravel the 
web of time and space, because he possesses the germ of 
life which Lucifer implanted in matter, and at the same 
time, the dark spirit of Jehovah. Man is the fourth 
and final dimension of God. 

And in order to measure his own dimension, Man has 
created Gods innumerable. And in each he has 
apprehended a portion of his own truth, which must 
perish when he ceases to be. 


Of two of these Gods I will speak : they are called 
Christ and Antichrist. 
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“For by thy words thou shalt be justified, and by 
thy words thou shalt be condemned.” 
The Gospel according to Matthew. 


“ What I desire above all, is wings, in order to be 
able to speak in parables,”"—NIETZSCHE. 


“ How is it we have walked through fire, and yet 
are not consumed ? ’’—BLAKE, 


} 


PARABLES 
(1921—1924) 


I 
1919 


In the beginning it was writ in flame 

Upon the world’s walls, ‘‘ These you shall not pass, 
There is no pathway hence to find the stars : 

Or if there is, man’s soul makes no returning”’, 


In the beginning there were fate and death : 
And in between them, tedious years of labour, 
With fair hopes turning false, and a few joys 
To crumble soon in nothingness and dust. 


And then came one, a slave, a carpenter 

Who passed the last frontier, and from its gate, 
Open and soundless on the black gap of death, 
Came smiling back to earth, and to the ways of pain. 


Two thousand years since then have passed away : 

And still the world turns on through joy and sorrow. 

Dust of nine million men is blown away, 

And Famine smites the first-born with its sword : 
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Men have forgot the perfect tragic face 

In which they found all human joys and sorrows, 
The East wakes from her thousand-year-old sleep, 
The West is dark with slaughter, red with lust. 


The walls of earth fall down, and now alone, 
Man, the last God, stares hungrily into space, 
Stretching his pale hands out among the stars 
Which he can never reach in his embrace: 


He longs for night again, that on her flesh 

He may beget new giants, who in time 

Will smite, destroying the last temples where 
The soul tastes its old drug for weariness. 


And for a temple not yet made by hands, 

The perfect body risen from the tomb, 

Man longs, as for her bridegroom the bride longs, 
Or as a starving man seeks bread and wine, 
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II 


Battle-Song 


Let the weak, 

And the meek, 

And the frail 

Lift the sword ; 

Which the strong, 

Bold in wrong, 

Late and long 

Fashioned from their broken word. 
Let them rise, 

In their eyes 

Paradise 

Still agleam : 

Let them yell, 

Breaking loose from slums of hell ; 
While the trumpets to them tell 
Their proud, sorrowful, pure dream. 


For the band, 
Hand in hand, 
That the land 
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As a shield 

Held before it, falls away in death ; 
And from fields of rotting crosses 
Slowly sweeps this sad despairing breath : 
“Not for such things did we bleed ; 
Flowers fade, but we are freed ; 
Adam’s dignity betrayed, 

Christ’s white passion mocked again, 
Man’s great longing brought to dust, 
Dare you trust? 

Follow then a conquered flag, 

Bow your head and be as we; 
Fashion out of your white scorn 
One pure cross of light to bear ; 

On the resurrection morn, 

From its grave the earth will fare 
To the dawn of liberty!” 


Let the cold, 

And the old, 

And the dead 

Sneer aloof ; 

Fixed the rhythm is of life, 

Fashioned in its seamless woof ; 

On the great day soon to come, 

Mounting in intense new fires, 
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Shadows break, and bound and dumb 
Slaves will dance before red pyres. 
Slaves will break their chains, and make 
Earth a heaven for His sake 

Who as man is born when birth 

Passes through red flame on earth. 


PARABLES she-okecie-okeste-oferte-ok 


Ill 
1921 


OnE hundred years ago, the last of the Czesars, he 
who sat upon a throne of pasteboard and velvet, 
wearing an iron crown, while underneath his feet 
armies dwindled and shifted like the sands of the 
sea, sank in agony upon a rock named after the 
mother of that other Cesar who saved his Empire 
by finding a cross in the sky. One hundred years 
ago, the last agony of living gripped at Keats’ throat ; 
Shelley, like a mounting lark dizzied with soaring, 
paused, and in burning ecstacy uttered his salu- 
tation to the death he was to find a year later. One 
hundred years ago, Blake passed through Hell with 
Dante; Beethoven, weary of scaling the great 
ladders that led up to a heaven deaf of answer, 
shook his fist at the sky and died, 

To-day the world is dizzied with the whip and 
spin of a hundred million overdriven machines. 
The nations of the earth, their arms reddened yet 
with slaughter, their eyes blinded with greed, their 
brains sickened with their own mutual butchery, are 
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turning furiously at the immense wheels of death 
upon the speed of which depends their bare exis- 
tence. Across the counter of the world they are 
bargaining; words for paper, paper for cloth, 
cloth for coal, coal for steel, steel for oil, oil for 
paper, paper for words—a dazzling wall of promises 
against which the cry of the starving, the curse of 
_ the degraded, the threat of the dispossessed breaks 
in vain. To-day the spirit of Europe is shattered 
and broken, the Holy Spirit of man is bought and 
sold for thirty pieces of paper, Heaven has become 
a myth, and the soul a lie to be psycho-analysed 
by the Freudians. To-day we are civilised, and yet 
civilisation was never in such peril as now. To-day 
we are progressing—to what? 

To what, if not to Christ? No art can save 
us. No paper prosperity can help us. No morality 
can destroy the logic of the starving, who sees his 
food displayed, and who snatches at it. No edu- 
cation can lead us out of the crisscross jungle of 
knowledge to the clear summit of truth. Only 
Christ can save, help, heal, teach us: only One born 
as a child can remake us. Only One taken down | 
from the cross of doubt, only One ascended out of 
the tomb of the Churches, can be our guide. Seekers 
of the light will arise and proclaim Him. Wanderers 
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after truth will bear witness in His cause. Shapers 
of beauty will reshape His Body. Poets will go 
mad for His sake. Musicians will conceive the 
symphony which is His speed. And wandering 
across the seas of the world, clad in light of 
violet flame, unheeded by unnumbered multitudes 
in innumerable cities, longed for only by lonely 
wanderers and broken hearts, His lightest step 
music, His look an exultation, will walk the Great 
Fisher of Men, drawing the nations after Him in the 
fine net of greed and gold that their own brains have 
created, their own hands have spun. 
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The Birth of Christ 


Curist’s white laughter runs across the world. 
He has mingled the snowdrop with the holly upon 
the world’s graves, and still people will not rejoice. 
He has made a sleeping baby happier in its life- 
accepting innocence than all the multitudes, seven 
million strong, who fill the city. Yet no one heeds 
the lesson. He has shaped a triumph song of battle 
out of dead love and broken faith, and yet no one 
will go dancing to to-morrow’s triumph. He has 
distilled a spring-time of tragic irony out of the 
winter of dull seriousness, and yet no one will come 
to the wedding-feast, 

Christ dances on a thousand graves. Out of them 
all He is risen. Out of Greece, the grave of the past. 
Out of France, the grave of the Middle Ages. Out 
of Italy, the grave of the Renaissance. Out of 
Russia, the grave of the Nineteenth Century. In 
England, the grave is made and open, but mankind 
will not descend. Christ smiles because He knows 
that those who take up the cross last of all have the 
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heaviest load to carry, and will stand first in His 
Kingdom. New nations yet unborn will see the 
holy writ descending upon them in tongues of 
flame, and laugh at its magic. 

Christ as a bridegroom rushes to embrace the 
world. The images of the world’s gods fall upon 
their faces. The image of the State falls. The 
image of the Church falls. The image of the family 
perishes. In the tragic night of Europe, Christ 
fashions men into one eternal brotherhood. There 
is no more higher and lower. There is no more 
richer or poorer. There is no more better or worse. 
There is Adam standing naked in his planet of 
graves and stretching out his arms to the vast bending 
maternal arch of the sky. 
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V 


The Crucifixion 


I CHARGE you, heap the stones heavily on me when 
I am dead. I have escaped from the grave before. 
Bury me beneath a threefold death ; the death of the 
body, the mind, and the soul. Let the burning 
_ flame of love transform itself into the rock of selfish 
cunning curiosity; the living active growth of the 
mind become the black ashes of self-analysis and 
self-deception, the glory of the soul exulting in its 
freedom transform itself into the eternal cruelty 
of a lifeless law. When I have rendered up my last 
breath upon this cross, then pile the stones upon 
me, many, heavy, great ; for Iam Man, and I desire 
to die. 

Master, the children are at home, waiting to be 
fed. 

Speak to me no more of my children, nor of my 
love. My children have I long ago sold into slavery. 
Transported away into the burning hot dungeon of 
their own unspeakable cruelty, why should their 
cries reach my ears? But if they shriek—here is 
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my old seamless robe, the earth. Let it suffice 
them, defiled as they have made it. Let them cast 
lots for it, or draw swords for it, as they will. I 
desire to die. 

Dost thou not thirst, Lord ? 

Ay, for gall mingled with vinegar—what else ? 
For what else could I thirst? To thirst and be 
satisfied after drinking is but human. I seek not the 
human only—towards the divine I leap, from the 
depth of every gulf. I must seek, seek forever down 
innumerable pathways of death to find my childhood 
which I lost so long ago, that I have forgotten its 
very existence. My Father, where art thou? Have 
pity upon me, Father! Oh I weep—base coward 
that 1am! Hammer the nails deeper into my flesh, 
let the thorns rend my brow, uplift your spear and 
transfix my very heart to this dead wood of the 
world, Sooner shall this dry trunk bloom again than 
shall my innocence revive. I am here, Father. 
Wherefore has Thy light abandoned me ? 

Thou that sufferest unjustly, if thou art Christ, 
Son of God, remember me when thou comest into 
thy kingdom ! 

What cry was that out of the great darkness ? 
Has eternity yawned and uttered a voice? See, a 


pale face near me. A pale face, suffering, nameless— 
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one hanged like a thief in the night! Thou who 
sufferest unjustly—can I, do I forget? Paradise 
is about thee, the skies blossom, my kingdom rises 
amid the stars and thou art here with me in it, 
In this one burning instant of time, suspended for 
ever in the black chasm of eternity, thou and I meet 
and love trembles upon our lips! Eternity unfolds 
us, love greater than the flesh, our Father rocks us 
in His arms! Into Thy hands do I commit this 
spirit. 

Poor madman, he is dead. Did he not call upon 
the light to save him from himself ? 

Ay, or some such gibberish. Well, it is easy 
work dragging his body to the tomb. Not much 
flesh left on these bones, eh, neighbours ? 

Darkness, the darkness of Hell! How many days 
and nights have I wandered through these icy regions 
beyond the grave ? Adam I have seen, and Enoch, 
and Noah who bore the ark of life across great floods, 
and Moses who took it across perilous deserts, and 
Elijah who carried it up to the sky through fire. 

And in the innumerable multitudes of prophets 
who reflect one or other of these faces, I saw only 
the gleam of my own face! In the future, too, then 
why not in the future? I arise, I ascend, I salute 
again the earth! Is this the dawn, at last ? 
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Oh, look at that queer fellow with a spade over 
his shoulder, passing yonder ! 

Where ? Oh, that is only our old gardener going 
along, whistling for his breakfast ! 


VI 


Immortality 


““Lapigs and gentlemen”, said the lecturer of the 
twenty-first century, as the crowd of tourists trooped 
through the museum, “ Ladies and gentlemen, we 
have here some remarkably fine fragments from the 
great civilisation of the past. In the centre case you 
will observe the excellent, but battered torso of a 
statue which is variously identified as a copy of a 
celebrated work by the early sculptor, Michelangelo, 
or as a figure from a drinking-fountain, or as perhaps 
Prince Albert. But until the culture strata of 
Victorian London are further examined, the matter 
remains unsettled. By the wall you will note a 
bronze figure. This is generally conceded to be a 
genuine work by Rodin, though indeed Professor 
Shing-Géng contests the attribution, having claimed 
to have discovered evidence which proves that much 
18 
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of the work which passed for Rodin’s in his life- 
time, was executed, in fact, by his pupils. On the 
other wall, there is a fragment of pottery. This is 
undoubtedly from a late-Victorian site; a nearly 
perfect specimen of the ordinary domestic pottery 
then in use. Gazing upon these fragments, I hope 
you will strive to construct in your minds a picture 
of that great vanished civilisation, however remote 
to the interests of the present day it may be. This 
will enable you the more clearly to understand the 
failings of modernity.” 

And I, a mote of dust detached from that piece 
of pottery and settling earthwards, felt a strange 
thrill of ecstasy in my heart as I heard these words. 
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To Almighty God 


WiTH your outlaws, O God, let me stand up at the 
judgment ; 

With those who blasphemed you because they 
sought you always ; 

With those who denied you, because you denied 
yourself to them, 

With those who were broken upon the great terrible 
wheel of the earth. 

With those who hated themselves, because they loved 
you, 

With those who laboured against themselves because 
you cursed their labour, 

With those to whom life was vain struggle, and time 
was worth nothing but for a glimpse of your 
face, 

With your outlaws, O God, I claim at last a place. 

Grant me, O God, 

Not to know bodies only but the souls behind them; 

Not the green garment that the earth wears, but the 
fire of her naked flesh, 

20 
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Not the blue cloud-ridden sky but the song of the 
lark as it soars 

Like a young bridegroom, joyous, through the great 
mystery of those spaces. 

Let me look up at the stars and love them, lawless, 

Let me love men and women, even though you warn 
me not to love them, 


Since all the temples made with hands fall into dust 
before your face, 

Since this song, too, is useless, a vain cry unheard 
and uncomprehended, 

Since I at bottom am lawless, and you have promised 
and said, 

That the kingdom of heaven suffereth violence 
and the violent shall take it by storm, 

Place me among the outlaws, the broken and weary, 
the followers of every lost cause upon earth. 

Make me one of them now, fill me with their fury, let 
me, as they, seek you face to face. 

Beyond the last illusion, where amid the shouting 
stars, 

Throned upon fire, in garments sealed with eternal 
sacrifice, 

Sacred and glorious, flesh and spirit fused and merged 
in one, 

You turn the great wheel of the world beneath your 
bleeding feet. 
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To My Soul, or Yours 


FEAR no more life’s mystery ; 
These your poems, are not mine ; 
Cries upon life’s weltering sea, 
Summons to the lost divine, 
Common as the needed grass, 
Shining, bright, they come and pass. 


Rise from out the wreck of days, 

Bid your flame, too, sing on earth ; 
Fashion into perfect praise 

That which men make least of worth, 
Die, then die, if you have power 
To live dying every hour ! 


Give the rest to chance and time, 
Chance and time have set you here ; 
Joys uncounted yet in rhyme, 
Griefs all banished, shall shine clear ; 
Lift your voice in praise once more, 
Then wave farewell to the shore. 
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IX 


“ Yea, a Sword shall pierce through thine own 
heart also”’ 


A sworb shall pierce, a bright and shining sword, 
Broad as a weaver’s beam of burning flame : 
And I stand here as witness to this word ; 
Ere I return again to whence I came, 


A sword shall kindle in me life and light ; 
The burning breath, the power beyond man’s 
law, 
Which brooded on the waters when the night 
Saw; and else nothing saw. 


A sword shall end my days, both large and small. 
Just is the sentence, perfect is the word, 

For the world’s sake I too must fail and fall. 
Who takes the sword must perish by the sword. 
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Fragments of Eternity 


ArT is transubstantiation; the bread and wine of 
life turned into the body and blood of Divine 
Humanity. 

Discouragement is the sin against the Holy Spirit. 

The dark night of the soul is the greatest means 
to the soul’s salvation. The ultimate sin leads to 
the ultimate forgiveness. 

All great art is a warning to the present and a 
prophecy for the future. 

Artists, enter into Eden and there partake of the 
Tree of Life, 

Jesus, the greatest artist the world ever knew, 
performed all his miracles through perfect trust in 
the unknown. 

Life, not death, is the Great Adventure. Great 
Adventures never end, they only lead to greater. 
All who truly live know this, 

Every work of art is a miracle ; far higher than all 
the pretended converse with the spirits of the dead 
through mediums, 
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The age of miracles is scarcely yet begun. When 
every man performs miracles then it will be here. 

Through art we speak with departed spirits 
directly. The true path is the path of the imagin- 
ation. 

There is as much art in an infant’s smile as in 
all the works of Shakespeare. Shakespeare himself 
was but a child. 

They who are truly fearless are the most afraid. 
Jesus suffered agonies of fear before daring to speak 
the least word. 

When art becomes life, then God is born as a 
child. 

To conquer a world of denial and doubt—is this 
not a better conquest than Caesar’s or Napoleon’s 
or Ghengis Khan’s ? 

The truth is the same, in whatever language it is 
spoken. 

Beauty unconscious of itself is perfect. Then it is 
true beauty. 

Follow as many paths as you please so long as by 
one of them you arrive at the truth. 

Out of the grave of seven years’ hope I come. I 
am only athought, Yet in me is the force that makes 
flowers laugh upon graves, and kindles the most 
distant star. 
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Even the simplest imaginative statement of fact 
is likely to be interpreted as mad folly. The world 
will look at anything rather than at the miracle of 
the sunrise. 

All great works are created in complete un- 
consciousness of self. Jesus, pointing to his 
miracles, said, “‘ These are the works of my 
Father.” 

The secret of the universe may exist in a sentence. 
Or it may not be spoken at all, but be expressed in 
a smile. 

All the miseries of to-day spring from man’s denial 
of his own humanity. 

The desire of man is for the eternal mother ; the 
desire of woman is for the eternal child. 

She who is truly the harlot feeds upon man’s 
body, and denies his soul. She who is truly the 
wife and mother sets man’s soul free through her 
body. 

A man who sees in a woman only her body is 
blind of one eye. A man who sees not her body is 
either a fool or an angel. 

If you cannot put truth into a sentence, be sure 
you will never state it in all your works. If it does 
not exist in every action of your life, be sure you are 
on the wrong path, 
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Pilate said to Christ, “What is truth?’ and 
received silence for an answer. That means you 
must find out truth for yourself. Do not seek it 
therefore in these words, unless you are able to 
confirm them through experience, 


XI 


The Attainment 


DarING in my humility, 

I tore the veil aside and there lay truth 
Outstretched and shining like a sleeping bride, 
Beyond the grasp of genius or of youth. 

Long I gazed lovingly on her ; she slept still ; 
And in her naked glory all the earth 

Dwindled down to a narrow speck, until 

I rose and, ere I passed through gates of birth, 
I prayed that as Isaiah’s lips with fire 

Were purged, so on my lips the fire might be. 
And then I merged with that eternity 

Which is beyond the world and its desire. 
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XII 


The Moment 


I FOUND a moment of eternity 
Hid in the dust, and gave it quick away ; 
And for that gift, a thousand other moments 
Came to me ’twixt the dusk and dawn of day ; 
I saw a moment of eternity 
Sleeping within my heart, and let it rest ; 
And for that joy a million other moments 
Danced gaily all the day within my breast. 


I stole a moment of eternity ; 

And for that theft, my hope was snatched away ; 
I raped a moment of eternity 

For some light trifling slight, and on that day 
Eternity rolled off like a dark cloud 

Covered with characters, and in my song 
I learned that I would be no more allowed 

To stand where mighty moments suffer wrong, 
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XIII 


To the World 


Ir is not, O world, because you have lied that makes 
us hate you ; it is because you have loved your own 
lies and hugged them to your heart. 

You have even laughed at your lies and called this 
laughter ‘‘ a sense of humour ” ; you have displayed 
everywhere your shameless mirth, and not hidden 
your coarseness away. 

For if a man suffers, it is not funny ; and you have 
a way of laughing at man’s suffering. 

And if anything be ugly, it is a lie; and you have 
an art of smiling away ugliness. 

You have turned love into a bargain hunt between 
a man and woman, upon the remnant-counter of 
souls, and you find that laughable. 

You have transformed war, that splendid dance 
over naked blinding swords, into a foul greasy 
scramble through filth and mire, and still you find 
cause for mirth at those who hate false patriotism and 
the glory of a gas-choked death. 

You have changed nature into a desolation of 
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machines and factories ; and you rub your hands and 
call that progress. 

Over and over have the poets forgiven you, but 
now there can be no more forgiveness. 

We who have no longer wish or need to live speak 
to you from the bottom of our souls. 

We whose thoughts are death, have a laughter to 
conquer your laughter. 

We whose past is a mockery, and whose future 
is blocked and barred, offer you this scornful 
consolation : 

Prepare yourself, O world, for the coming dawn of 
judgment, 
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XIV 


To Europe 


EVERY seven years man must acquire a new body. 
If he succeeds in fitting that new body to the change- 
lessly old soul that inhabits and supports it, he lives ; 
if he fails, he dies. This is the last law of the 
universe. 

Seven years ago Europe arose from the great feast 
of drunkenness spread out before her, and, staggering 
up, smote Christ in the face with the bayonet. 
Europe defiled her body of beauty inherited from 
many ages; Europe dragged her own soul through 
the mire of the trenches. Henceforth, Europe is 
dead, unless she too will consent to pass through the 
tomb with Christ and rise up again on the seventh 
day. 

Christ arose in the East and bade the nations of the 
world to the great sacrifice. Without the cross he 
arose in strange guise. Again his people flocked to 
his feet; but in Europe no one saw, no one heeded. 
Now he waits at the border of the great abyss, stretch- 
ing out longing hands to the future. Will any be 
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witness to his presence among us on this the great 
Easter day of the world? Or will all mock him as 
braggart and madman, and die ? 

I summon you, O Europe without a soul—Europe 
red as Cain with the slaughter of your brethren—I 
summon you, Europe with drunken eyes, insulter 
of the body on the cross, to find for yourself a new 
body. Seven years have I waited in silence. Now 
the hour is nigh. So, Ispeak not with my own tongue 
but with the voice of many prophets whose bodies 
are the dust beneath your feet. 

Awake, Europe, awake ere it be too late. Seven 
years have been given to you to find a new body. If 
you fail now, the loosened armies of hell will yet 
fight for your spirit. 
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XV 


To Asia 


ANCIENT Asia, immemorial mother, destroyer of 
many empires, mumbling forever with toothless 
lips over your chaplet of dried skulls, what has 
become of you ? 

Wild light flickers over your mountain peaks ; 
the glare of factories grinding in the night: railway 
trains shoot over enormous viaducts into tunnels ; 
through the silence comes the thud of a million 
naked feet marching, stirring the yellow dust. 

Ancient Asia, the reign of the dragon is over, 
and the day of the tiger begun. For now comes 
Kalki, destroyer of the world, riding on a white horse, 
bearing a sword of light in his hand to pierce the 
mists which cling about the temples and darken your 
altars. The brains of men shall be opened and their 
thoughts seen clear as crystal. Across a thousand 
valleys a million pagodas shall twinkle to the sky 
for joy. Shiva’s terrible dance, upon the black 
cremation ground of the world shall subside; he 
will lie down with a smile ; and above, beyond the 
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ice-cataracts of time, Gaurisankhar, naked peak of 
Brahma, shall be bathed in rosy light before wor- 
shipping men. The jewel in the lotus flower shall 
perish and fade, but upon every blade of grass shall 
be hung new jewels of dew every morning. Ancient 
Asia, hear the riddle ; when fire shall be conquered 
by fire, then rejoice, for the world through you is 
saved. The natives of the west, yoking their oxen 
once more to their carts shall come back to your 
plains; and now where desert jackals bark for a 
thousand miles, new cities will arise, with hanging 
gardens, crimson with magnificence of innumerable 
roses, golden with the fierce glow of fruits left 
unguarded, while to the music of a thousand lutes, 
naked brown dancing girls will sway in rhythmic 
adoration to the rising dawn. 
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XVI 


To America 


AMEeRICA, great parched plain lost in the night, 
across which railroad trains move furiously, shooting 
streamers of smoke into the sky, and wailing like lost 
souls let loose from hell; America, string of dirty 
way-stations on the eternal road between old Europe 
and the older East, your destiny is mine. 

You have striven to shut out the sword of Europe 
with a wall of gold, and failed; now you strive to 
shut out the sword of the East, with a wall of words, 
and you will fail in that also. 

Pray for the courage of the weak in order to be able 
to stand up under the cross on the third day. 

If you have strength in you to carry that cross 
which is composed of two swords straight up to the 
summit of Golgotha, you will yet save the world. 
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XVII 


In Memoriam 


WHEN the world, weary of its old falsehoods, turns 

From fate and change, in new ways to abide ; 
And man, his soul aflame with longing, burns 

For the new Christ, as bridegroom yearns for 

bride : 

Then, then remember that I sat here still, 

From the world’s hatred or its glory masked, 
Within my lonely house on a dull hill, 

And did each daily round nor ever asked 

Wherefore I had to sit thus ; who was I 

To strive to sift a world within my brain, 

I could not tell; and the years brought much pain, 
And life’s dull prospect drifted slowly by. 
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XVIII 


Dewdrops 


I WALKED abroad; the mist had dried; upon the 
branches scattered, 

Like tiny shining worlds, the dewdrops gemmed and 
glowing 

Burned with a delicate lustre, shaping a fringe of 
spheres 

Upon the naked glory of tender budding branches, 

Truth lay in them as in a smiling eye, 

The pressure of a hand, a flower in the grass, 

The kiss of sun to earth, the rush of flaming worlds, 

None heeded them but I, and I amid, unheeded. 

Moved for a moment as God moves amid his burning 
universe, 

Through present, past, and future, till these poor 
weak words were done. 
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XIX 


The Word 


I sPOKE last night a word to all the stars ; 
Standing upon a young green-springing earth, 
Which bursts to spring, I spoke a word and made 
A sign to them that they might understand. 


I think they also spoke a word to me, 

Making an answer in their language, ere 

I turned me back to the slow history, 

Which makes of me and them, God’s burning clay. 
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XX 


The Path in the Night 


WHERE innumerable bleeding feet 
Tread the burning trail to slippery treacherous 
clay, 
Where each step is a defeat, 
And the night is like a curse, and the day 
Is become a brazen hell — 
Where ten thousand evil spirits mocking me now 
dwell, 
There I make through broken rock my weary way. 


Where a thousand, thousand trembling surging fears 
Haunt me daily day and night with endless pains, 
Where through thinning dwindling years 
Comes no voice to guide me onward, and no gains, 
Where for human hope and human pride appears 
Naught but a shadow, and a sword-blade red with 
stains, 


There I make my desperate way 
Through the night and through the rain and 
through my doom, 
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Shaping from imperfect day, 
Flamelit mystery of words amid the gloom, 
Till the trumpet blows and grey 
Demons of the evening scatter, angels of the 
morning roll the stone away from Man’s dark 
empty tomb. 


XXI 
For Deliverance from Hell 


IF living is good, art is good, and criticism is good, 
If living is evil, art is evil, and criticism is evil. 

We cannot deliver life, art, criticism, from the 
body of this death unless we are men and women of 
good will. We cannot make the world a happy 
country to live in unless we work all together. 

We unknown and friendless folk hold in our 
hands the key to that lost Paradise out of which 
man emerged ten thousand years ago. 

Let us not throw it away, but let us pray to God 
that He give us strength to employ it to open the 
doors of all hearts. 
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XXII 


The Sending-Forth of the Apostles 


BETWEEN the northern and the southern stars I 
had a vision, and between the eastern and western 
worlds, words came to me in a new speech, 

I saw apostles going forth in the night, men 
unknown to themselves, carrying over seas and 
through lands innumerable one language and one 
thought, 

That language, unspoken, was a torch in which 
they themselves were consumed; that thought all- 
embracing was a coffer in which innumerable 
memories lay folded safely away. 

They travelling backwards and forwards continu- 
ally between the future and the past (and these two 
are one) abode continually also in this present, though 
to them it seemed ever the worst of worlds. 

Then searching in their loneliness, greater even 
than their despair, they found at last smiling and 
safely folded under a new heaven, the Saviour of 
the World. 
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XXIII 


The Everlasting Quest 


THROUGH the rain that beats down violently in the 
night, on many lost roads lonely despairing men are 
going: travelling on blindly in the thick darkness, 
moving on endlessly full of hatred for themselves, 
towards their eternal goal. 

Wherefore have they lived and suffered? To 
what end has been their achievement ? About them 
miraculously rise domes and towers, cities of old 
time that have crumbled, machines and factories, 
cities of the future that will crumble in their turn ; 
graveyards become fields of wheat, and fields of 
wheat invaded by graveyards; virgin forests that 
have crumbled into ashes; and ashes from which 
new forests of the future are springing, 

Desperately, insatiately, they pursue their ever- 
lasting quest; through death and beyond death, 
through pain and the resurrection of pain; through 
happiness, boredom, sorrow, hatred, mad lust of 
cruelty and torpid sullen disgust. 
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And the night about them, the night filled with 
dark rain, the night that stirs with innumerable 
voices of waters re-quickening the earth, the night 
in its shapeless vastness has become to each one of 
them as the pale spectral glow of two eyes looking 
steadily into darkness from the shadowed mystery 
of a human face. 
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XXIV 


To a Woman Clothed with the Sun 


OnLy through a woman’s body can come perfect 
Man; only through a woman’s instinct can be 
spoken the Word that sways the universe to the most 
distant star. 

Only through a woman who is mistress of her 
mind can come He who is master of all minds; 
only through a woman’s terrible lifelong labour 
can come the One who does all works without 
labour. 

Only through a woman’s Sacrifice can come the 
Sacrifice of Him who sacrifices Himself to save the 
world ; only through a woman’s perfect virginity can 
pass the pure, virgin flame of Eternal Life. 

I call upon you, O woman clothed with the Sun, 
you whom the red beast harries, to make yourself 
perfect against the great day soon to come, when the 
whole earth shall smoke under the whirlwind of 
God’s wrath, 
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XXV 


The Mountain and the Butterfly 


IN my dream there came to me an Angel who carried 
in one hand a mountain and in the other a tiny 
yellow-winged butterfly. And the Angel looked 
upon me with tear-drenched eyes, but I saw that his 
lips were smiling, and he bade me choose which of 
the two I would be after death. 

“T will be the great rain-gulled mountain,” said 
I, after considering the matter for a moment. 
“ Then I will be old and bald and very wise, and 
multitudes will seek in me for precious metals.” 

“ But you will then always desire to be the butter- 
fly,” replied the Angel sadly: ‘‘ For when one is a 
mountain, one cannot move from place to place.” 

“Make me then a butterfly,” said I, ‘So that 
through a summer day, I may pursue the sunlight 
over the tops of flowers.” 

The angel looked almost contemptuous at this 
suggestion as if his whole nature had changed. He 
frowned and muttered : 
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“Then you will spend your whole life playing 
with the sunlight on the lower slopes of the mountains 
and never attain the summit.” 

At these words I was in despair. But after 
reflecting for a moment, I decided that a chrysalis 
was to the ant’s eye a mountain, just as our mountains 
must seem ant-hills from another planet. And, 
moreover, a chrysalis might hatch out later in a 
splendid yellow butterfly. 

“Make me a chrysalis,’’ I cried to the Angel. 
“* Make me, I pray you, a folded-up chrysalis !”’ 

At these words the Angel vanished. Since then, 
I have never been able to see the light. 
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XXVI 


To a Starving Man 


You haggard, ragged caricature of man 

Cowering alone upon the rain-swept pavement, 

Out of the mighty city I bring myself to you, 

Your wolf-like pallid face and matted hair are sacred ; 

Sacred your lean grey throat, your knotted, stringy 
hands, 

Your coat pinned at the neck, your frayed and mud- 
stained trousers, 

Your bulging shoes, through which the bare toes 
pass, 

Your dirty, greasy hat shrouding the aching eyes, 

All these are beautiful ; like a ruined city 

You watch, about you weeds and desolation, 

But in the midst of you a human soul. 


You who slip down the last glissade to death, 
Man starving without hope, whose empty heart 
Holds but the last despair, the dreadful peace of God ; 
I who have wrought for fifteen years in song 
Come now and stand beside you; we are one, 
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You will even hear the song I make of you, 

I will not even know the thoughts you hold of me ; 

Let there be but between us now two pairs of eyes 

Gazing into each other’s depths: and night, and 
nothingness. 


XXVII 


The Entombment 


Come, let us carry the carcase of Man to yonder 
leprous-white tower that stands, aloof and shunned, 
in the midst of the jungle of stars ; and let the vultures 
of time eat His flesh. 

Let us bear, in rhythmic march through the ages, 
that great gigantic corpse, sprawling with mouth 
open, hands dangling, and with one vast jagged 
wound upon His forehead. For Man is dead at 
last, having wearied of His intolerable loneliness of 
spirit under the ashen glare of the sky; He is dead, 
and may the vultures of time take Him. For He 
laid hands upon Himself, and in the cruel torture 
of His thought that He could not surpass the past 
brought the temple of His body crashing down to 
dust. 
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Come, let us bring Man to the tower of silence; 
the vultures will pick clean His bones ; they will be 
consumed slowly, age after age, by the unwearied 
fire of the sun. 

As for His children, what do they? They weep, 
bound to the wheel that feeds upon their entrails. 
Let there be much howling in the night that 
joins star to star. Let there be much moaning and 
many useless woman’s tears over Man’s great broken 
body ; for it is the bread and wine of life broken and 
shed for the sake of the world that we are carrying 
to the tomb. 


49 4 


PARABLES IODC De Me DRe HOD 


XXVIII 


The Last Judgment 


Bopy of a sick world hung on a lofty cross of too much 
knowledge and of too little love ! 

Eyes into which a million flies peer, seeking to 
pierce the secret of their vision ; mouth that utters 
instead of words, dull unbroken sounds: “ o-o- 
ah-aah-i-i-u-”’ babel of meaningless syllables hurled 
uselessly into the black abyss of death. 

Body of Christ defiled; matted hair swarming 
with lice; feet that are torn with the stones of 
every path to falsehood ; hands that are callous and 
blistered through having dug too many graves. 

Body of a sick star hanging on the world’s cross, 
how can we escape your baleful light? We shade 
our eyes from it but you still burn through our 
fingers; we plug up our ears with cotton wool to 
still the moaning of your agony, but it yet quivers 
within our hearts. 

Not until we loose our hands from the machines 
that have caught and mangled them; not unless we 
take our feet from the treadmills of death that revolve 
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beneath them; not before we break with our 
bodies the old wall of holy lies that surrounds us; not 
until we find the divine in ourselves, shall we see 
divinity not bound to the cross, nor burning in the 
sky, but shining as sunlight upon men’s foreheads, 
and written in gleaming smiles or tears upon the 
faces of those whom we greatly love. 
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XXIX 


Eden 


In a hidden Eastern valley, under the ice-wall of the 
Himalaya, behind eternal Everest rising like an angel 
with a naked sword straight up into the air. 

There is the forbidden garden, secretly from 
men’s eyes hidden, guarded by ranges of peaks 
forever, where no footfall breaks the snowcrust, 
under avalanches that no feet will ever dare :— 

Four rivers closely entwining, shining drifts of 
sheeted splendour, glorious in unshaken movement, 
compass it forever and forever round ; 

Two flow north and two flow southward, parting 
in a cross they mingle, at their stream-heads inter- 
section there the garden which was lost is found ; 

Eden it is; at that name tremble all mankind and 
every angel, for there Christ who had uprisen, seen 
by many, from the world’s face moved away. 

And from there He waits the nations, gathered for 
the eternal harvest, those who were tried and not found 
wanting, those who pass through ice and fire to find 
Him in the world’s last day. 
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XXX 
The End of the World 


AT the end of all things, Adam and Eve, having 
tasted all the fruits of knowledge, and having dis- 
covered that each is fair without, but within but a 
core of ashes, will walk back wearily to that old 
garden whence they came. 

And the angel with the flaming sword will no 
longer bar their passage; for all the fallen angels 
will have long since gone back to the sky; and the 
light of the sword shall be faded away from the earth, 

And Adam and Eve shall enter into the garden 
utterly forgotten, even by God, and in the darkness 
of a million stars they shall pluck and eat of the tree 
of life. 
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XXI 


The Procession 


ENDLESS generations of mankind swarming together, 
at a sharp trot, emerging out of the night of ages into 
the brief, flickering, and unsteady glare of this 
present day, from which they vanish again into the 
abyss of fertile silence. 

Eyes, voices, hands, merged in conflicting seas of 
colour; the white-skinned and golden-haired river 
of Scandinavians and Teutons working down from 
the North; the pale, olive-faced and dark-haired 
Mediterraneans clinging to their craggy rocks in the 
midst of the middle seas; southward, the gleaming 
blue-black polish of the Matabele and the Zulu - 
merging into the chocolate-brown of the Egyptian, 
sitting like a sleek cat amid his pillars of rosy granite 
fallen out upon golden sands. The pale, coffee- 
tinged face of the Arab fading out eastward to the 
saffron-coloured Malay and the faint yellow ivory 
of a withered Chinese face. And to the west, the 
fierce, copper-tinted stream that once wandered 
across snow-heaped or sun-parched plains, now 
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fading, a miserable remnant, sinking slowly into 
extinction amid shifting and conflicting and neutralis- 
ing seas of colour. 

Oh, endless procession of history shaped out of 
the blood-red entrails and confused sufferings of 
millions of lives! Tragedy of mankind, of which no 
one may guess or suspect the meaning, tragedy of one 
unable to realise his own highest good but through 
utter death! In what lost blue-skinned Atlantis 
surrounded by singing tides, aloof and apart from these 
shifting multitudes, may I ever find me a resting 
place ? Towards what century of perfection or of 
nothingness should I go, that all of man’s past, 
from the skin-clad cave-hunter to the great industrial 
magnate, should open as an unhealed wound in me? 

I shall never know the answer to that question. 
My kingdom can never be of this world. I will 
wrap up my body in the royal winding-sheet of 
dust, and cover my eyes with the grey horror of 
twilight, and encircle my forehead with a chaplet 
of grass-roots and of worms, 
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XXXII 


The Death of England 


SLowLy, athwart the terrible fierce sunlight that 
marks a blasted summer, the body of England, rigid 
and stiffened in death, is borne to its last long rest. 

Horse-chestnuts lift two thousand waxen candles 
before it; thrushes intone their office in plaintive 
cadences; the faint grey-purple incense of lilac is 
wafted into the air; bees cease their murmurings 
and the swallow, the blithe cross-bearer of the sky, 
is silent. 

From a million starving faces, pale and stunned 
with excess of suffering, a lonely silent plaint of 
irremediable misery climbs softly, like the great 
wailing notes of an endless ‘‘ De Profundis ’”’ into 
the ashen blue vault of the sky. 

Slowly athwart the terrible days that crawl forward 
to where the sun is offered up on the altar of mid- 
summer, the body of England, broken with weariness, 
is borne forward, to the slow wailings of the chant 
which the winds weave about it, and the dropping 
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of wax-white petals from innumerable hawthorn 
trees. 

Eternal rest grant her, O Lord, and the peace of the 
night that passes all understanding. 


XXXII 


The Gallery of Skulls 


SHELF above shelf, there stretches out before me 
whatever way I go, a long, straight gallery lined with 
yellow skulls. Millions of insignificant, vacant, 
hollow-eyed and grinning-toothed brain-cases of 
men, containing under the domes of their fore- 
heads, only vacuity and silence. Varying but little 
in size or in shape from the Hottentot or the cave- 
man to the modern captain of industry, from the 
artist who organised his surging dreams on stone or 
on canvas, to the wise scientist pondering life in 
patience, or the idiot negro boy with empty eyes and 
slobbering lips, who suffered for a few years the horror 
of living darkness before vanishing back into 
eternity. Delicate skulls of infants, toothless skulls 
of old men, shadowy, fragile skulls of those dead 
before birth; their flesh is long since grass, ferns, 
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ashes, dust, their thoughts are in me or in millions 
of my kind. They have all gone under, consigning 
to the silence their unspoken dreams. Assuming 
that it is equally useless to love or to hate; yet the 
solid material of our bodies perishes and vanishes 
with the past, the childish vain dream of eternity 
renews itself in me and in you every day, shaping the 
deathless adornment of that song in which we may all 
partake for a moment. A miracle—miracle of 
bodiless electric being—that surrounded and en- 
~ walled as we are with staring death before and behind 
us, we smile, we leap, we dance, we exist, we drop 
tears of bitterness on failure, and grasp still desper- 
ately for the sharp bodiless laurel of success. What 
more miracle than this need we seek, O men, O 
brothers, to prove that we become one with the gods 
which we, in our horror of truth and of death, 
incessantly destroy and create ? 

Some day, this world, too, will become an empty 
vacant skull; and the sun, exulting in life, rushing 
off to warm other planets, will look deeply into the 
hollow sockets that once were seas; will count the 
scars that once were mighty cities, will trace the 
furrows that once were roadways, canals, and rivers, 
and then will pass on silently down its own vast 
gallery of death to an unknown end. . 
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XOCXIV 
The Secret of Mars 


SOME men assert that the planet Mars is unin- 
habited, but this is not true, for I have been there and 
seen it. 

Many centuries ago, the Martians fought their last 
great war; many centuries ago they organised a 
life scientifically perfect. 

But for all that, they were not content ; and their 
planet, like their hearts, began growing colder every 
year, 

Then one day they suddenly decided to build a 
great tower to a forgotten God; and because they 
were weary of their machines, they decided that no 
stone of it should be cut by anything else but hammer 
and chisel and human hands. 

Centuries they must have laboured, for the build- 
ing as it stands is immense in desolation. It is 
surrounded with a forest of columns for many miles ; 
at the intersection of enormous aisles, poised above 
the glory of huge leaping arches, stands the lantern 
tower unfinished, ten thousand feet high. 
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Upon the pavement below it lies the body of the 
last workman, his trowel uplifted, and his hand ready 
to place a stone. His form is still perfect, for it is 
frozen in death. 

On the tower rests the treasure of the perpetual 
snow ; you would not say that Mars is uninhabited, 
could you hear the groans that the settling stone 
makes at sunrise or when the evening drifts swiftly 
across the barren planet. 
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XXXV 


The New World 


Many centuries before the old world came to an end 
it had been realised by man that the old planet was 
in a bad way; and that it was with her, to use an 
expression current in the nineteenth and twentieth 
centuries, ‘‘ merely a question of time.’’ Suicides 
became immediately fashionable; and of all the 
forms of suicide, the ‘‘ suicide a deux’ was most 
popular. Many lovers, wishing to marry, but 
realising the futility of propagating their species, 
invested their savings in aeroplanes powerful enough 
to overcome the force of gravity and to launch them 
into the oblivion of space, from which they never 
returned. 

Among these there were two equally noted for 
their wealth and their beauty. Their private affairs 
had been discussed in many papers; their pictures 
hung in many homes; their respective talents were 
the unfailing theme of millions of enterprising Press 
agents. Fame and fortune might have been theirs 


for the asking; yet they chose, with a perversity 
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worthy of a better cause, to launch themselves forth 
into space for their honeymoon. 

After the aeroplane had carried them at an enor- 
mous speed far beyond the confines of this planet, 
despite the automatic supply of oxygen they were 
breathing, this couple suddenly fainted. When 
they recovered themselves, a few moments later, 
they were lying together amid the wreckage of their 
machine on a plain covered with green moss, in the 
midst of a gigantic virgin forest. On account of the 
rapidity of their transit, their clothes had been 
completely torn from their bodies. Otherwise they 
were uninjured, except for a shock to the brain which 
made them incapable of remembering whence they 
came, or of speaking the last word. They were 
awakened as out of a deep sleep, upon a planet of 
which they had not the least knowledge. 

The woman wakened the first and seeing the man 
asleep, went towards a near-by tree and began 
pulling leaves from it and fastening them together in 
the shape of garments for her body. The man, 
startled by the unexpected movement of a serpent 
in the branches, wakened too, and went towards the 
woman, babbling with startled lips incomprehensible 
phrases in a new speech. 
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XXXVI 


The Way of Dust 


Dust, grey colourless dust, soft, fluffy, velvety, 
dust that sweeps over endless deserts, seeps into the 
crevices of buildings, dust that emerges from beaten 
carpets, dust that rises from this paper, dust that blurs 
my weary vision at last. 

Man is the maker of dust; dust stirs beneath his 
feet; dust rises from the labour of his hands; dust 
increases because of every fire he has made; dust 
takes all his works; his body and his thought alike 
are dust. 

In the ash-heap is salvation, and in the dust of the 
grave is all attainment. 

Far beyond the last of the planets, beyond Orion 
and the Milky Way, lie shapeless clouds of dust, 
relics of innumerable worlds on which others have 
also lived and suffered. In the heart of the divine 
darkness this dust of the universe stirs and dances 
and rekindles in itself, through perpetual movement, 
the germ of universal life and the light of common 
day. 
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Embracing this dust, I embrace all things ; 
summoning forth thus dust, I summon also God ; 
desiring only this dust, I desire forever immortality. 

I am but an infinitesimal particle of casual dust, 
and it matters nothing to my destiny if I live here 
amongst men or beyond the most distant star. 


XXXVII 


Christ and Antichrist 


CurisT and Antichrist are nothing but two states of 
the soul; rulers of eternal kingdoms the boundaries 
of which stretch far beyond the life of the last mortal 
of this planet. 

Some follow Christ in mind and in heart; these 
are like St Francis, saints of whom the world is not 
worthy, or like Savonarola, men born out of due 
time. 

Others proclaim Antichrist in heart and in mind ; 
these are the Pharisees of whom it was said, ‘‘ Father 
forgive them for they know not what they do”, or 
the worldly successful, who, like the poor, we have 
always with us, 
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Some fight for Antichrist in their minds but 
suffer Christ in their hearts: these are like 
Nietzsche, destroyers of themselves on the last 
summits of illusion, or like Lenin, instruments in 
God’s hands to scourge earth towards heaven by 
cleansing the temple with fire. 

Some admit Christ into a tiny corner of their 
minds, but their hearts are the stones of Anti- 
christ, which never will become bread; these are 
the Napoleons and, alas, also the Wilsons of this 
planet. 

Some are saved from the works of Antichrist 
by their own innocence ; others are saved from the 
will of Antichrist by their own indifference to good 
or evil. 

To the strong, God becomes a helpless child that 
He may save them through tenderness ; to the weak, 
He becomes a raging furnace of hell, that He may 
save them through icy pride. 

When Christ and Antichrist fight out their last 
long battle, the world and all its works will be 
destroyed in the power of that flame by which heaven 
and hell become one. 
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XXXVIII 


The Way of Christ 


You must suffer with the sufferings of others ; 
and when your sufferings become unendurable, you 
will be able to shape them in a parable or a song. 

You will find that parables and songs are not 
enough; helpless under the weight of your too great 
love, you will learn to draw men and women to you 
merely by a smile or a clasp of the hand. 

You will stand naked on your cross against another 
sunset, and though you may cry in bitterness of 
spirit: ‘My God, my God, why hast Thou 
abandoned me?” you will yet know it is only the 
lost divine in mankind that has led you along the 
stony pathway to this end. 
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XXXIX 


The Fall of Antichrist 


You will set yourself at the head of innumerable 
multitudes, ruling them with a rod of iron, and for all 
your kingship, you will only hate mankind with 
greater hatred, and endure deeper gnawings from the 
worm of self-contempt fretting at your heart. 

You will offer mankind stones for bread and they 
will but worship you the more; you will corrupt 
them with promises, and they will but learn to vaunt 
their corruption ; you will look deeper and deeper 
into your soul reflected in their faces, and see a 
more loathsome mass of stench and decay. 

By betraying all men, you will learn to betray 
yourself at last; you will throw yourself down from 
the summit of the temple, but no angels will come 
to prevent you dashing your feet against the rocks, 
and you will perish miserably in the dust. 
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XL 


The Choice 


On the one side is Christ, risen from the grave for 
the last time to judge mankind, his right hand up- 
lifted, and the grave clothes falling away. 

On the other side is the machine of innumerable 
wheels. The greatest of these is called “‘ the state,’’ 
another ‘‘ the law,’’ the third ‘* morality,” a fourth 
“ commerce,” a fifth “ religion.” 

The machine with innumerable wheels advances 
to devour the lonely figure who confronts it, weapon 
less, with haggard eyes and nail-pierced hands 
uplifted. 

Choose which you will have, which of two evils ; 
to go forward with the machine, or to die with Christ. 
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XLI 


The Return Home 


HAVING wandered all over the stars, and having 
shaped a last fate among the planets, it is time to 
return home. 

Having seen all the heavens and the hells, I know 
that Hades and Dionysus are the same and that every 
path leads back to God. 

One link only have I with this world and though 
I may strain at these fetters, I pray that I may never 
tempt escape until another calls. 

Let me hang up my hat over the sun and stretch 
out my feet on the fender and smile at life. 

For I would be with men always, even to the end 
of this our world. 
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THE PARABLES OF ANTICHRIST 


TO PHILIPPS. RUSSELL 


“ He taxeth His angels with folly.”-—Jos. 


“Make to yourself friends of the Mammon of 
Unrighteousness,’’—JEsSuS OF NAZARETH. 


“* Give us this day our bread of to-morrow,” 
The Gospel according to the Hebrews. 
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I 
The New Beatitudes 


AND seeing the multitudes, he came down from the 
mountain ; and after his disciples had abandoned 
him, he opened his lips and he said: 

Blessed are the proud in spirit; for theirs is the 
kingdom of conquered despair. 

Blessed are they that laugh; for they shall need 
no other comfort. 

Blessed are the wrathful ; for they shall overcome 
the earth with their fury. 

Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after 
unrighteousness ; for they shall never be satiated. 

Blessed are the cruel; for they shall not need the 
poor consolation of mercy. 

Blessed are the impure in heart; for they shall 
see in themselves the cause for evil. 

Blessed are the war-makers; for they shall be 
called the children of Lucifer. 

Blessed are they which are persecuted for un- 
righteousness’ sake ; for theirs is the kingdom of Man, 

Blessed are ye when men shall revile you and 
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persecute you and say all manner of evil against 
you, for Satan’s sake. 

Rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great is your 
reward on earth; even so did they persecute those 
who believed in my sayings two thousand years ago. 


II 


The Birth of Lucifer 


HELPLEss is God in struggling with that star 
Which in derision makes His light less dim ; 
The evening bids the morning from afar 
To rise and conquer Him : 


After nine hours of night the sun, expiring 

Breaks the dark vessel that it fills; and then 
Erect against the noon it stands, desiring 

This transience, making us both Gods and men: 


Life seeks again its dark and secret places, 

Where under the sunset’s levelled sword, it keeps 
Its rest until rekindled in new faces, 

Old worlds awake from their too dreamless sleep. 
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III 
Against Immortality 


OnE hell is enough. Surely this world is sufficient, 

Since we who are in it are drifting lights scattered 
on darkness. 

Sparks of dim fire that race down a roaring river 

In which beginning and ending are the same. 


Works of the night we do—and where night sets her 
footsteps 

Flowers spring up in secret beside our pathway ; 

Till time its final vain spiral has created 

And the eternity of the void silence conquers all. 
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IV 


After the Crucifixion 


AFTER the Crucifixion, it was the Sabbath dawn upon 
earth. And Jehovah, opening the portals of His 
lonely heaven, summoned the hosts of His ever- 
rebellious angels back to Him. Now Lucifer, who 
on earth is called Satan or Negation, but who in 
heaven is known as the first-born of the Children of 
the Dawn, came first and stood before Jehovah 
silently. 

And Jehovah looked upon Lucifer and said: 
“Ts there not peace upon earth? Behold now my 
faithful people Israel. I have delivered them into 
captivity in Egypt, and yet they escaped. Ihave sent 
them into exile in Babylon, yet they waited for 
deliverance, and deliverance came. Now I have 
put them under the yoke of the Romans, and yet 
they complain not. Behold to-day, as on so many 
Sabbaths past, they make their accustomed sacri- 
fices in the Temple to my Majesty.” 

But Lucifer, deeply dissembling, replied : ‘* Never-. 
theless, there was a Jewish rebel who strove to 
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destroy the Temple and all its laws, and who sought 
cunningly to substitute therefor a law of love, even of 
love for one’s worst enemy. The day before yester- 
day his own people crucified this rebel upon a hill of 
stone. Since then he has been amongst the devils, 
in the place which You have appointed for such as 
dare to disobey Your laws. And we have been at 
pains to teach him that You, whom he calls his 
Father, were his chief enemy throughout life, and 
that he ought to love You only the more for his 
doom.” 

At this Jehovah reflected for a moment: “I 
see that there must be a resurrection,’’ He murmured, 
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Vv 


The End of Job 


AFTER Job had been given back all his possessions, he 
began to grow discontented again. He had become 
so accustomed to arguing with God, that he now 
rather prided himself on his dialectical skill, and 
regretted that he had no one left with whom to argue, 
or nothing to complain about. His wife and children 
naturally put him down as an obstinate old fool, 
who did not know when he was well off, and this 
of course made matters worse. 

To crown all, he discovered that Elihu, a perfect 
greenhorn who had witnessed all the contest without 
uttering a word, had written it up in the form of a 
popular novel selling in thousands, had taken good 
care to introduce himself as one of the speakers, and 
had even added some fairly effective remarks of his 
own. 

And when Job protested that the novel was a 
distortion of fact, and Elihu coolly responded that he 
had employed an artist’s licence ; that he had made 
use of certain actual incidents merely in order to 
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illustrate a philosophy of life ; and that the hero of 
his novel was, as a character, purely imaginary ; Job 
became indignant. 

He wandered off into the wilderness, and there 
started interviewing his old enemy Satan. Satan 
showed himself to be affable, even conciliatory, 
and seemed to ask only that bygones should be by- 
gones: but he could not promise any definite help. 
The whirlwind, he said, had convinced him that 
might, if not right, was on God’s side. 

The next person Job applied to was his wife. 
“My dear, we are much too prosperous, and we 
really ought to get rid of some of our property,’ he 
began tactfully. But with a toss of the head she 
merely remarked: ‘‘ Pooh, what nonsense !’”’ 

The three friends proved equally refractory. 
Two of them refused even to speak to him, consider- 
ing him an object beneath contempt; the third 
who happened to be suffering from a slight shortage 
of funds, owing to a drought the year previously, 
listened carefully to what Job said, assured him 
that there was much in his arguments, but counselled 
patience. He then suggested that Job might lend 
him a considerable sum, which having obtained, he 
promptly departed. Nor did he ever again put in an 


appearance, 
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So Job became more discontented than ever, and 
now he was neglected by all. His hair and beard 
grew more and more long and matted ; he never cut 
his nails, and never washed. His countenance 
became more and more frequently tinged with the 
effects of drink, and his remarks maudlin. His 
seven sons and three daughters, who now managed 
the estate, severely restricted his pocket-money, 
scarcely allowing him to enter the house, and even 
spoke of putting him under restraint. 

One day, however, Job was discovered trying to 
set fire to his own house, and was hauled before the 
police-court. His wife and children, in order to 
avoid a scandal, tried to persuade the judge to release 
him on the grounds that he was irresponsible, but 
before their pleas had any effect, Job’s body was 
discovered hanging in his cell. 
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VI 


The Second Prodigal Son 


AFTER the Prodigal Son had returned to his father, 
he decided to turn over a new leaf. So he settled 
down and married a banker’s daughter. Soon he 
was far more wealthy than his elder brother, who 
indeed was a narrow-minded and _pedantically 
puritan creature, without that touch of good- 
humoured camaraderie and tolerance so necessary to 
the great captains of industry. 

After a while, the elder brother grew tired of his 
life in turn, and decided to have his fling before it 
was too late. He wasted his substance in riotous 
living, spent a great deal upon women of the town, 
and finally sank lower even than his brother had been. 
He was earning a precarious living as a dung- 
shoveller, when he decided to return to his father’s 
house. 

But when he arrived there, he discovered that his 
father had died, and that his younger brother was 
managing the estate. And the utmost that the 
former Prodigal would grant him was a few stale 
crusts and an intimation that he had better not 


return, 
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vil 


The Death of Prometheus 


AFTER Prometheus had been released from his rock 
by Heracles, he went about among men scattering 
the new and quenchless fire of divine discontent that 
had alone enabled him to endure the torment of the 
eagle eating at his vitals. But, strangely enough, 
no one seemed to care for this new gift which the 
divine Titan strove to give them. A few, indeed, 
were disposed to receive it favourably: but these 
either wasted iton some quite petty, personal object, 
or got rid of it as soon as possible. 

Yet Prometheus persisted, and after ten thousand 
years he indeed succeeded in filling with some 
measure of his own rebellious spirit, the breasts of 
a few poor, sickly, and half-cracked enthusiasts. 
These, however, finding that the new gift did not 
enable then to live more easily, one day approached 
him and begged him to take it back. Prometheus 
refused, and was thereupon promptly nailed to a 
cross, but he walked away with the cross, laughing, 
and went to various rich and powerful men, whom 
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he quickly persuaded to accept that which he had to 
bestow. 

These rich men, however, soon proved quite as 
ungrateful as the poor had been, and in revenge for 
what he had given them, put Prometheus to work 
in a factory. After a while, he managed to escape 
even from there, but he then discovered that the 
rich men had covered the walls of every city with a 
poster offering a reward for his capture as a dangerous 
anarchist and criminal. 

So Prometheus, growing weary, wandered out 
alone into the wilderness, and there he saw Zeus 
sitting in majestic state upon Olympus and laughing 
at him, so he remarked : 

“ Tsee, your Majesty, that these men do not desire 
the gifts I bring to them any longer. Loosen your 
lightning-bolts, I pray you, and end my life.”’ 

But Zeus, being in an ungenerous mood, refused 
even this, so Prometheus had nothing to do but to 
go back to the mountain, and chain himself up again. 
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VIII 
The Levite and the Samaritan 


AFTER the Levite had seen the robbed man lying on 
the ground, stripped, unconscious and covered with 
blood, he suddenly decided that it would not do 
to permit such a state of affairs at the very gates of 
Jericho, so he returned and lodged a complaint with 
a magistrate about it. 

And the magistrate, being greatly nettled, decided 
to probe the matter to the bottom, and hearing that 
a certain Samaritan had rescued the wounded man, 
sent for him and cross-questioned him as to the 
circumstances, 

And the Samaritan deposed that when he had 
first seen the wounded man, he noticed nearby 
a Levite hurriedly departing, who seemed from his 
manner to have something to do with the case. And 
he added that he suspected him of being the actual 
robber, 

As regards the rescue, he replied modestly that 
he had only done his duty. Thereupon he was 
thanked, congratulated, and voted the usual medal 
of the Jericho Humane Society. 
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Meanwhile, the Levite was again sent for, and from 
his embarrassed manner the magistrate drew the 
worst conclusions. He was entrapped into various 
admissions to the effect that he had no active hatred 
of the robbers, nor love for the Jericho police, that 
he had not gone to the rescue because he did not 
wish to pose as a hero, or meddle in what did not 
concern him, and so forth. These admissions, and 
the testimony of the Samaritan so worked against 
him, that he was ordered to be sent to trial, convicted, 
fined, beaten and banished. 

The Samaritan has now become an_ intense 
patriot, mayor of Jericho, a manufacturer of munitions 
and motor-cars, and a subscriber to all charitable 
funds. As for the Levite, the last I heard of him 
was that he was lodged in jail for vagrancy. Thus 
virtue is rewarded in this world as in the next. Go 
thou and do likewise, 
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IX 


The Burden of Ahasuerus 


BECAUSE he cursed me, he is sharing my curse ; 
because I could not bear to see a man of my own race 
enduring meekly his misery, and bade him go faster 
towards his end, I must endure a worse suffering, and 
pass through century on century, like a caterpillar 
crawling across the sand, until he comes to release 
me. He, because he knew that he had imposed his 
burden on others, had the strength to stagger on to 
Golgotha and offer up his life; I, who was too 
proud to impose aught on others, and too free 
to be imposed upon, must bear my burden of 
fate ever alone. Iam Ahasuerus, the last of Adam’s 
sons, who, because of the fire of my inmost immortal 
suffering, cannot share the tragic victory that other 
men snatch from fate in the hour of their death, and 
cannot endure the living death that they choose to 
dignify with the name of life, 

Many times since the day when I saw him first, has 
he returned to me. Wherefore? Did I, who took 


no part in the plot of the Sanhedrim to entrap him, 
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ask for him to pass my way? I, who, scorning the 
mob and their detestable yells, sat quietly at the door 
of my dwelling, seeking to concentrate my thoughts 
on the one pure God, ineffable, perfect, beyond all 
human misery, despair, aspiration? What had I 
to do with this Galilean carpenter? When he 
paused and looked at me with the pleading eyes of a 
man who will do almost anything to avoid his fate, I 
had nothing to do but cry out at him, ‘‘ Go faster !”’ 

And I have a right to claim that I, by that remark, 
did him a service, a great service. I recalled him 
to himself in the hour of his deepest weakness, his 
most hopeless agony. And for that service I am 
repaid by having to wait till he comes, not as a 
wretched, defeated, and suffering mortal, but as a 
triumphant God ; not as a failure, but as a laughing 
conqueror. 

Someday the heavens and the earth will rock with 
my scornful laughter. He may come then in what- 
ever shape he wills, for it will be in vain. For in 
every man he shall find my attitude of disabused 
patience, of proud indifference to sorrow, of lonely, 
impersonal contempt of fate. Let him come, then, 
whenever he desires. He cannot then redeem 
aught without redeeming me. If he comes not then, 
let the earth turn black and drop as a withered fruit 
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from the sky, if it chooses; it matters not: because 
then I, Ahasuerus, the miserable Jewish cobbler 
who, two thousand years ago, sat quietly at his work- 
bench, handling his awl, while the population of 
Jerusalem dragged an innocent victim past his 
doors—I am become equal at last to God, and have 
borne the burning garment of immortality in bearing 
the burden of endless human life. 
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x 
Hard Sayings 


ALL men are born free and unequal: They are 
made slaves by others, and equalised by death. 

Equal opportunity for all simply means that the 
majority, who are fools or cowards, will tyrannise 
over the minority who have courage and intelligence 
for themselves, 

One cannot have courage without self-assertion, or 
love without pride. 

The soul, said Leonardo, shapes the body that it 
desires to inhabit. Therefore the soul, if it were 
immortal, would shape an immortal body. 

The greatest suffering possible in life is not death, 
nor even physical pain. The greatest possible 
suffering is the knowledge that one is alone, and that 
no one will help or understand, except in some 
unimportant way, which may prove a hindrance 
rather than a help.’ 

We must deny God until God becomes man— 
which is not yet. 

One can pity others, and all the while despise both 
them and oneself for one’s pity. 
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The head should be adamant, the heart water, 
the loins fire, the feet light as air. 

Of everything great it has been said: “ This is 
a sin.” Of every wisdom it has been declared : 
“This is folly.” Of every noble action someone 
has sneered, and of every costly sacrifice someone 
has risen to libel it as waste. 

One is always alone when one is contained in 
oneself : when one is no longer contained in oneself, 
but beside oneself, one is either a god or a fool. 

Before the black curtain of eternity, and in 
face of the eternally-laughing stars, we each play 
out our part, and who knows whether the reason 
the stars have not yet left their places is not due to 
the fact that some of us have played it exceedingly 
well ? 

One must learn to act without knowing whether 
one’s actions bring forth evil or good. 

The one reward that a fully-achieved life can ask 
is either annihilation of selfhood or the eternal 
recurrence of life, 

Art is the Devil’s weapon snatched away by God : 
science is God’s weapon snatched away by the Devil. 
When these two coincide, the world comes to an 
end in him in whom they coincide. He thereupon 
seeks, not a better, but a greater world. 
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In this present day, they who strive to be Anti- 
christ, become near to Christ, while they who strive 
to be Christ become near to Antichrist. 

Life is that dream of which sleep is the remem- 
brance and death the awakening. 

Many more people would commit suicide if they 
were not afraid that, after all, they might fail in the 
attempt to die. 

He who endures to the end shall be lost to others, 
and saved only to himself. 

There is exactly as much evil as good in the world. 
If it were otherwise the world would either be a sun 
or a burnt-out star. 

The mistake that all men make is that they either 
choose good, in which case they endure, without 
understanding, much evil: or they choose evil, 
and must endure, without understanding, that which 
is good, 

There is no greater evil than the ignorance which 
does not know it is ignorance. 
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XI 


On a Difference of Opinion 


Arter the sixth day of creation, Jehovah looked 
upon His finished work and remarked: “It is 
exceedingly good.” Whereupon Satan, in Hell, 
remarked: ‘You mean, of course, exceedingly 
evil.” 

And Jehovah was so puzzled by this difference of 
opinion, that He was unable to make up His mind. 
So He secretly created man in order to investigate 
the creation and report on it. Unfortunately, 
Adam filed one report, and Eve another, and it was 
even worse with Cain and Abel. Finally Jehovah 
became weary of recording these petty differences of 
opinion, so He went off and created another world 
which He thought much better, but to which Satan, 
of course, raised some other objection. 

What Jehovah has done about that I do not know ; 
perhaps at last He has succeeded in contenting 
Satan. But in the meantime, men go on filing their 
complaints in some inferior pigeonhole of the skies 
although already many thousands of their com- 
plaints have turned, as these must turn, to dust. 
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XII 


In Praise of Imperfection 


AFTER the perfect human type had at last been 
evolved, and mankind on earth had all that they 
desired, including the ability to live as long as they 
liked, and to die only when they desired ; 

It was suddenly discovered that the earth’s fertility 
was almost exhausted, and that there were no means to 
enable her to bring forth her harvests ; 

So new temples were suddenly erected, in which 
men on festal days immolated themselves in order that 
the remainder might exist, and in the hope that, the 
perfect human type being achieved, the gods might 
be induced somehow to relent. 

Yet, nevertheless, the gods did not relent. 


95 


PARABLES MIO De e- DRUAC- Doe Ae Te 


XIII 


On a Moral Triumph 


AFTER the Trojan War, Helen, being exceedingly 
anxious to vindicate her virtue, declared to Menelaus 
that she had really never been in Troy at all—‘‘a 
detestable, immoral place,”—but that the gods had 
kept her all the time in Egypt, and had befooled 
Paris with a phantom. She went on to remark that 
she was prepared to prove this if necessary. Where- 
upon Menelaus felt relieved, and asked her to pro- 
duce witnesses. 

The first person whom she brought to Sparta to 
support her case, declared that he had seen her in 
Egypt ; but Menelaus readily ascertained, by the fact 
that he called a sheep a crow, that he was rather more 
than three parts blind. The second was as blind as 
the first, but more ready to admit the fact ; he swore 
her voice was exactly that of someone who had often 
spoken to him: but when Menelaus blew a war- 
trumpet into his ears, he did not start, so it was 
concluded that he was deaf. The third declared 
that the Egyptians still worshipped her as one of their 
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goddesses. When asked in what form, he replied : 
“ As a hippopotamus,” whereupon Menelaus con- 
cluded that the man was an idiot. This ended the 
investigation, 

Now Menelaus was not satisfied, but did not 
wish to say so. He did not like to look foolish before 
the people of Sparta, who were eagerly buying 
up Homer’s works under the title of ‘‘ Spicy Stories 
from High Life.’’ So he drew in his horns, retired 
into his shell, and became pompous, fat, and pursy. 

As for Helen, she became in her old age, a con- 
siderable benefactress of the Argos Home of Rescue 
for Fallen Women, and the Sparta Society for the 
Protection of Young Girls. Of course she still 
flattered herself that she was beautiful when she was 
out to collect subscriptions for these two admirable 
enterprises, until one day a detestable brat in the 
gutter stuck out his tongue, and yelled at her: 
“Yah! you wrinkled old harridan!’’ Whereupon 
Helen went home and hanged herself, first taking 
good care to leave behind a note, in which she laid 
all the blame on Menelaus and his fits of bad temper. 
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XIV 


On Ultimate Knowledge 


AFTER he had reigned on earth for many years, 
King Solomon turned one day to his heir-apparent, 
and said: ‘“ At last, my son, I have the key of all 
wisdom. All is but vanity and vexation of spirit.” 

The next day the heir-apparent, who was feasting 
some of his friends, remarked: ‘‘ Do you know, I 
think the old man must be breaking up. The other 
day he said to me, ‘ All is vanity and vexation of 
spirit!’ And he called that wisdom, too!” 

A certain courtier who was present, and who 
owed a grudge to the heir-apparent, carried this 
remark on the next day to the King. Whereupon 
King Solomon said: ‘‘ Get him to understand, 
then, what vanity and vexation of spirit truly means.” 
And he summoned his executioner, and bade him 
take the heir-apparent’s head off his shoulders. 
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XV 


The Buried Talent 


HIDDEN deep down 

In the close earth, 
Buried, sunk, forgotten, 
Lies the talent I lost. 
Paymaster of the Gods, 
Blind usurer of all men’s energy, 
Do not seek it. 

It will burn on still, 
Year after year, 
Glowing unseen 

In the cold silence 

Of the crumbling clay. 
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XVI 


The Serpent’s Wisdom 


Now, after the Lord God had expelled Adam and 
Eve from the garden He had given them, the serpent 
which had counselled them to eat the fruit of the tree 
of knowledge of good and evil came to them and 
showed them how they might also eat of the fruit of 
the tree of life. 

And he said: Fear not the angel with the naked 
sword of flame, but fill your hearts with an icy will 
that no flame can ever melt. 

And go alone to the garden, each one by yourself, 
whenever you desire to eat that fruit; for he who 
eats that fruit continually is God, and God is alone. 

And think not either of time or space, for time and 
space are good and evil, or of pleasure and pain, or 
of joy and sorrow, but only of life, changeless and 
eternal. 

And eat only a little of that fruit at first, for the 
body of man is not able to endure much thereof, 
for this fruit is not pleasant like the other, but bitter, 
and each time that you eat thereof, you will afterwards 
pray in vain for death, 
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And when you have prayed you will fall into a deep 
sleep, and on awaking discover that you are no longer 
in the garden, and that you must fortify yourself 
again with a new icy will in order to pass the angel 
with the flaming sword once more. 

And it may be many years, or merely days, before 
you are able again to enter the garden; but each 
time that you enter and eat of the fruit of the tree 
of life, you will know that you have become that 
which can change, but can never perish, 
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XVII 


The Judgment of the World 


BEFORE the world came to an end, there was a reunion 
of all the former churches and nations; and every- 
one agreed to sink their former differences, to call 
themselves Christians, and to live in peace. 

Then there arose a man who went among the 
people and performed many a miracle of healing. 
And when they asked him who his parents were, he 
said he had none ; and when they demanded whether 
he, too, was a Christian, he replied that he was not. 
And he refused baptism, on the grounds that the 
blessed water might wash away a birthmark, some- 
what like a star, which he had on his forehead. 

And the theologians, after long consultation,decided 
that he was the Antichrist, 

So, after a long imprisonment, during which he 
continually derided and refused Christianity, he was 
taken forth secretly with two others, who professed 
belief in him, and there stoned to death, 

The next day the Son of Man descended with an 
innumerable company of angels, and turning to all 
the multitude, said : 
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“You who called upon my name have committed 
the sin against the Holy Spirit ; this man who 
refused my name is free from sin, in that he followed 
the Holy Spirit, though not in my name. You are 
therefore condemned in this world, as in the next, 
while he is saved.” 

And so saying, the Son of Man took the Man 
called Antichrist into his arms, and ascended to 
Heaven in a flame of fire. 
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XVIII 
The Great Wall 


NiGut after night, as I lay asleep, there rises before 
me a great wall, with its stones rooted deep in the 
earth, and its spiked battlements blotting out the 
stars. Longer than the rampart that guards China, 
it stretches from century to century; higher than 
the Woolworth Building or the Eiffel Tower, it 
raises its horrible bulk upwards, like the faceless brow 
of a primeval monster, upon which the rains have 
trickled, and the heavy blizzards burst, the frosts 
have gathered and dissolved, the sunlight or moon- 
light glared and paled for endless ages in vain. 

At its base spread deep, dark, rust-red stains, 
like old human blood. And the people of the city, 
wishing to blot out from their memories its menace, 
go every morning to heap its base with newly- 
gathered flowers. Behind the masses of violets and 
lilies, the red stains are hidden, and the black base 
of the wall is no longer to be seen, Only the great 
battlements remain, sombre, ranked to eastward, 
blotting out the sun for the morning of every life 
that has sight, 
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Night after night, as I lie asleep, there rises before 
me the vast phantom of an endless, unshakable wall. 
But it seems to me that I saw—or was it all only a 
dream of that darkness wherein dreams are unending 
—that a sad, ragged prophet with wild eyes and 
hoarse, ringing voice, once strode into the central 
square of the city and urged upon mankind the 
necessity of destroying this wall. 

They had only need push upon it, he assured them, 
and it would topple. His words intoxicated them, 
his gestures moved them to frantic action, ‘* Break 
down the wall,” they thundered, ‘‘ And let in the 
light !’’ Ten thousand strong, they rushed riotously 
upon it, and in their eagerness to overturn its structure, 
many were caught and battered to pieces. 

But the wall neither shook nor trembled, and 
before the people awoke to their own self-slaughter, 
they were trampling upon great heaps of corpses 
and reddening the granite with their own blood. 
And perhaps they would never have desisted had not 
some woman suddenly entered and shrieked that 
the prophet himself had escaped. Which later 
proved to be the truth, 

The next day the bodies were buried under the 
mounds of earth, and the base of the wall was banked 
with great masses of flowers, And so it has remained 
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—longer than the rampart that guards China, higher 
than the highest tower made by hands. Even the 
birds of the air, flying by night, have often beaten 
out their brains upon its upper surface. 

And well do I know how, with the masses of 
flowers heaped upon them, the red stains are spreading 
slowly ; still through my ears pulses the echo of the 
prophet’s warning cry. Plainly do I see in the green 
turf near its base, marks of struggle and conflict ; long 
scratches as of fingers tearing restlessly at the soil, dark 
wallowings as of tortured bodies writhing aimlessly 
in their death-agony and biting with wide-open 
mouths the earth. 
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XIX 


From a Sermon of Lucifer 


Has anyone on earth charity? Not only have men 
none, but they do not even know what charity means, 

Charity is not giving to others; that is merely 
bestowal of one’s superfluity. Charity is not 
toleration; that is merely humanity. Charity is 
thinking for others all the time, and for yourself 
never. There are few men on earth who have 
charity, and they are all my children. 

Has anyone on earth hope? Yes, in the sense 
that most men hope to survive and to lead comfortable 
lives in the flesh. But how many have hope in the 
immaterial, the unbodied, the immortal, the eternal, 
of which words, forms, colours, tones, are but 
prefigurements ? 

And is not hope in these things the hope of un- 
certainty, the hope of danger, the hope of insanity, 
the hope of despair? There are few men on earth 
who have hope, and they are all my children. 

Has anyone on earth faith? Does the plowman 
plow with faith for his ploughshare, and the weaver 
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weave with faith for his loom? And if they have 
faith, in what is their faith ? Not in strength but in 
weakness; not in light but in darkness; not in 
knowledge but in ignorance. There are few men — 
on earth that have faith that they will some day 
wrest the last secret of eternal life out of God’s 
grasp ; and they are all my children. 
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XX 


The Dying Star 


THE night that a star died, 

I was alone with my silence, 

Which knotted its strong coils about me, 
Blotting out in thick darkness my doom. 
And far in the wide skies of summer 

A star hung aloft dying slowly, 

Because of some vision unspoken 

It had known, which it bore to its tomb. 


The city still roared on and thundered ; 
Chariots of fire blazed in fury, 

But Ion my bed lying helpless 

Kept the death of a star in my sight ; 

One star which had made its fierce torment, 
Burst forth to mad blaze, to deep glory, 

Till the flame touched its last lonely summit 
And there failed, and went out in the night. 
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XXI 


To a Survivor of the Flood 


Ho p high your head above the nameless flood 
And brood upon its heavy waters—lean 
Your forehead back and stare, aloof, serene 

At light’s betrayal ; let the poisoned blood 

Beat in your smouldering heart which sunken far 
Beneath the surface hammers weak and cold 
Against your buried ribs, long washed and rolled 

"Neath waters of Wormwood, that forgotten star. 


Night brings no rainbows; you, within the night, 
Last Titan standing on wrecked peaks upright, 
Olympus piled on Sinai, can you find 
Aught but the moonless dark to match your mind ? 
Who knows ? Who knows ? When all the gods are 

done, 
And your despair has wrenched aside the sun, 
And you, vain atom, are grown Everyman ; 
Is it the beginning, or the end you scan ? 
Will you speed forth on some chance lava flow 
Torn from a ruined sun men do not know 
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Towards some Fate no human tongue can tell 
After wrecked heaven has fallen below dead hell ? 
Or will you slink down sluggishly within, 
Dropping below the waters cheek and chin, 

And last of all, now nevermore to rise 

The huge, unspeaking orbits of your eyes ? 

Will you rest rotting dully in your sea, 

To all eternity of vacancy ? 
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XXII 


Battle-Song 


WE are the beaten armies of the Holy Spirit 

Who have endured the sundering second death ; 

Flame of the sun once throbbed through our young 
bodies 

As thundering surge of drums— 

Now we see grass-blades, muck, the weariness 

Of tedious weeping trees 

Upon the earth on which the leaden sun writes still 

Regret for our brief day. 


In the grey dawn that strikes on ink-black mountains, 
And in chill noons of death ; 

In stormracks over the moondisk darkly rolling 

We shall desire the life we never found— 

We writhe and lift ourselves 

Again to the sky in torment ; 

Challenging God to grant to us His secret, 

Snatched, carried away on flame-red floods of death. 


When we arise and clothe ourselves in thunder 
On that inevitable day ; 
112 


WC DRCOG -DyG ox PARABLES 


Sons of Cain and of Christ made one in mighty 
longing, 

We shall regain the kingship of lost dreams. 

We shall ascend beyond defeat and glory, 

Time and space made more fair ; 

An earth no longer green and blue, but orange, 
tawny, scarlet, 

Shall open about us, fashioned from our speech. 


113 8 


PARABLES YE DLE Dee De C-OKe 


XXIII 


The Blessing of the Worms 


IN the quiet, chill blue night 
Michael, the Archangel, stands, 
Hauberk and greaves that flash in light, 
And a sword held in his hands, 
Gazing at an open grave. 
In the red earth, coffinless, 
At his feet a body lies ; 
Shattered beyond power to save. 
Cold blue eyes and smiling lips, 
Gold curls wandering over a brow 
Fired with inner, changeless light, 
Michael gazes and his lips 
Murmur as he watches now— 
“ Pick him, lick him, wash him clean.” 
At his summons the grey worms 
Rustle, seethe and crinkle there 
From the fat soil to the face ; 
Stripping away flesh from flesh 
Leaving bone and sinew bare. 
Proud, unblinking, without sound, 
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Michael watches them at work ; 
Smiling his keen, fiery smile 
As they bare the skeleton ; 

When at last their task is done, 
Michael with his sword-hilt signs 
Symbols of the cross upon 

The undying hordes below. 
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XXIV 
1924 


BREAD cast upon the waters still returns 
In dividends ; and people in all lands 

Live out their death-in-life that smouldering burns 
The flesh apart : and men with empty hands 


Mutter and groan, and women with rouged cheeks 
See careworn business men go scampering past: 
The veteran of the wars his graveyard seeks ; 
And silent is the earth ; the sky holds fast. 


Yet no one knows what monstrous thing may hide 
Under the veil of flesh ; and no one knows 

If thought, or hope, or knowledge can abide, 
Or if all idle is, the worst of shows. 


Each strives to fill his hour the fates have given 
In his own way—for hopelessly he sees 
That the next hour is stillborn—and no heaven 


Can give him rapture, nor God bring release. 
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And noble words or deeds of saintlike splendour 
Or joys that seemed unearthly, fail; remains 

The man who dreamed them, desolate ; his surrender 
A prostitution not worth half his pains. 


Here everything is done, again undone, 
Vain to recall a gleam of hope or trust, 

The river flows in boundless silence on, 
Bearing upon its breast unnecessary dust. 


And over it the dark hours swiftly clamour, 
Beating their wings to a shore out of sight, 
Under the sky’s star-dusted, empty glamour, 
That neither knows nor heeds aught of their 
flight. 
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XXV 
The Death of God 


In the beginning, God looked forth upon the uni- 
verse and saw only one spot in it that was dead matter. 
And that spot was the earth. So He decided that, 
after all, through some extraordinary oversight on His 
part, the universe was not perfect. This pellet of 
mud and water that had impudently thrust itself 
into the society of the stars, and was shamelessly 
asserting its perfect right to exist there, must be 
somehow altered. And after long pondering, He 
decided to send a fragment of His power to the earth 
to exist there and to achieve life. 

The fragment, however, became only an amoeba, 
and after many ages, God decided to try again. SoHe 
detached another bit of Himself and sent this to the 
earth. It became a fish. To live in water per- 
petually, dumb, without ever being able to close one’s 
eyes, so infuriated God, that at one bound He 
sacrificed another portion of His life, and became a 
dinosaur, But the dinosaur ate up so many trees 


that the earth became arid and almost perished. 
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So God had to detach another portion of His spirit, 
and became a mammal, And by this time, He was 
beginning to feel the strain, but He went on, because 
He did not care to risk so much without a chance of 
success, 

The mammals, of course, began chewing each 
other up, instead of browsing contentedly on the grass 
that God had provided, and so it went on, from bad 
to worse, till one day God thought He saw the 
solution. He would create man out of the most 
inferior and persecuted mammal that existed, that 
is, the monkey. And He would put so much of His 
spirit into Man, that the world, though outwardly 
a dull place, would inwardly become more bright 
than all the stars. 

Whether Man would have succeeded in satisfying 
God’s demands no one knows ; the fact remains that 
the day Man was created, God died. And since 
then, Man has invented Gods to please himself. 
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XXVI 
On Progress 


Tue longer we live, the further away we get from 
God ; because God is the instinct to live, and to 
accept life without question. And the longer we 
live the less we can accept life as it is, and the less 
instinct to live is in us. Life is a series of deaths : 
the longer we live, the further we are from God. 

The longer humanity exists, the further it is from 
God. For humanity one after the other exhausts 
its illusions. And when God has exhausted His 
illusions, He has exhausted His life for us. To-day 
it is the illusions of civilisation that are being 
exhausted. When those have gone, what remains to 
us? We shall then give our lives to the void; for 
our lives will be nothing, and the void everything. 
And our souls, having no longer a resting-place on 
the earth, shall go forward—where? Progress is a 
series of deaths; the further we progress, the less 
progress there is. 

In the end, evolution is a spring that is destined 
to unwind itself. Evolution is a series of deaths; 


the further we evolve, the further we are from God. 
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XXVIII 


The Four Gods 


On the altar whereon the Sun is emblazoned, the 
great calendar-stone of the Aztecs, about which the 
symbols of the months move in circles, I lie as a rigid 
sacrifice. Painted I am, and ready; about me the 
women move wailing, and the warriors with their 
hearse-like plumes of death trailing from every 
forehead, and the scarlet flower of death in their 
hands, stand silent, beyond. The priest with his 
obsidian knife waits poised ; as soon as the sundisk 
marks noonday, he will plunge it deeply into my 
breast, and taking from me my naked heart he will 
hold it palpitating and bloody up into the sky. I 
shall not shriek or cry aloud; that which I am, the 
God that is in me, remains superior and indifferent 
to death. I shall suffer all in a strange peace, 
knowing only that through me the Light of the sky 
is renewed, 

Before the Inquisition I stand, accused of deadly 
heresy. The packed bench of scarlet-clad cardinals 
' wait expecting me to recant. In the hall beyond, 
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the rack stands ready ; the pincers are heating at the 
fire; attendants are oiling the thumb-screws. I 
look upon the bench of cardinals, and with pallid 
lips affirm my heresy again. To-morrow I shall pass 
through flames, a sacrifice, a victim to the God whose 
name is Truth. : 

Beyond the barricade I crouch, a predestined 
victim of the God whose name is Revolution. My 
rifle is in my hands, but my supply of bullets 
is running low. On the opposite side of the street 
the troops keep up a steady fire. A few moments 
longer and my revolt will be over. Yet my com- 
rades shall find in my sacrifice a new courage, and 
some day they will go forward strong in hope for 
the cause, and will proclaim everywhere the bright 
republic of Fraternity. 

The old gods are all dead now, and I have no 
other god but that which is hidden in my breast : 
that source of undying beauty and justice, that 
harmony between earth and the stars to which I 
shall never attain in my life. To this God I rear up 
my last sacrifice, the toil and thought that I have 
spent over many fruitless years. The God that is 
in me shall receive them, and in return pour out 
over me the chill, bitter waters of darkness and 
death, 
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XXVIII 


To the Christians 


WE too have our martyrs ; men who loved desper- 
ately, but who could only love with the spirit as with 
the flesh: Marlowe, Leopardi, Dostoievsky, 
Baudelaire, Heine, Rimbaud, Laforgue, Nietzsche, 
Melville, Delacroix, Van Gogh, Shelley, James 
Thomson, 

We too have our heroes: many an unnoted great 
soul who in silence piled up a rich talent in sacrifice 
rather than yield his personality to the insistent 
demands of the mob in the market-place. 

We too have our road of perfection: hard, dry, 
glittering ; each inch of it is polished with our toil 
and our tears. 

Brothers of the other side, you who have chosen 
the beautiful road of heavenly humility—which 
swine, liars, hypocrites and falsely shining souls have 
prostituted and defiled ; behold how, step by step, 
agony by agony, we advance slowly as a self-conse- 
crated army upon the infernal citadel of pride. 
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XXIX 


The Optimists and the Pessimist 


“‘ USELESS it is to seek out the Why and the Where- 
fore ; in the beginning, as to-day, God looks upon 
His creation, upon all the suffering, misery, failure 
of life—upon the abortions, insanities, suicides—and 
finds it good.” 

So much the worse then for God. 

“Tt is by making mistakes that we nevertheless 
progress. Man, by rejecting his own errors, and 
yet suffering from their evil consequences, finds out 
the way to the truth. Everything comes out right 
in the end.” 

Then why live at all, since the end is death ? 

“ You are far too sensitive. After all, man is only 
an animal, equipped no doubt, with finer senses, an 
ability to create speech and art-symbols, a brain more 
or less efficient, an organism always at the mercy of 
accident; but at bottom unable to solve the riddle 
of the universe. The best thing about him is that 
he is not conscious of his actions in nine cases out of 
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ten. Do what you like, and never think about the 
future, Eat, drink, and be merry.” 

Then what becomes of your own doctrine of 
evolution ? What advance in man is there in being 
an animal: Why not be an insect, or a worm ? 

“Ts it for others’ sake you are suffering ? Believe 
me, those others, if they were in your position, would 
not appreciate one-tenth of what you appreciate in 
your endless struggle to unite the spirit and the flesh, 
to create a harmony between the beauty of a sun- 
set and the man who sees it, to wring out of every 
discord a still more perfect music. They were 
born blind, and they never will have sight. Why 
waste pity on them ?”’ 

Because if they are my inferiors, there is all the 
more reason why I should have pity. 

“At bottom your pessimism is nothing but an 
excuse for getting out of life. You are afraid to live, 
You are a coward.” 

And you—which comes to the same thing—a fool. 
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XXX 


On Forgiveness 


WHEN Jesus had uttered his last cry ‘‘ My God, My 
God, why hast Thou forsaken Me?” there was 
silence for a moment. Then the Devil, who had 
entered into the body of the wicked thief on the 
Cross, reflected that it would not do to let anyone 
in the crowd doubt that God actually existed. For 
if the crowd ceased believing in God, God might 
perhaps escape the great vengeance which the Devil 
was plotting to take upon Him; and Jesus might 
indeed be seen, as he was at that moment, as perfect 
Man and perfect God, and the mob might rescue 
him accordingly. So the devil, upon due con- 
sideration, and imitating perfectly the voice of Jesus, 
uttered the next remark : “‘ Father, forgive them, for 
they know not what they do.” And at these words 
the veil of the temple was rent from top to bottom 
and the earth shuddered. And had the crowd 
understood either Jesus or that remark, the fabric 
of time would have come to an end. 
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Since then, whenever Christ has been crucified 
whether in one or a million other men, there have 
always been those who rose and said: ‘“ Father 
forgive us, for we know not what we do.” And it 
will be said at the end of time, by all the Pharisees 
in chorus. 

But every sensible man realises that men not only 
know perfectly well what they do, since doing is 
knowledge, but that no God could possibly ever 
forgive anyone simply on the grounds of ignorance. 
Therefore, though the Devil has all the best of the 
argument, Man will hang on his Cross at the end of 
time, uttering again the remark: ‘‘ My God, My 
God, why hast Thou abandoned me?” until the 
earth collapses to dust. 
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XXXI 


St. Francis and the Rich Man 


ONCE upon a time St. Francis was trudging home 
from Assisi to his cell at the place called ‘‘ The Little 
Gate”. It was the end of winter, and old snow lay 
half-melting on the ground. The wind nipped 
Saint Francis shrewdly, and his naked feet went 
slipping and slithering in a dozen icy puddles. 

He thought he was growing older and feebler, and 
then he thought of Sister Clare in her convent 
longing to see him and not daring to send; of the 
brothers whom he loved, and who, after his death 
would be persecuted ; and of those whom he loved 
and who, after his death, would fall away. And all 
these thoughts mingled in his heart with the image 
of the dead leper whom he just attended in his last 
moments, a man who in his filthy rags kept remnants 
of kingly pride, who glared at him like a wild beast 
on entering, and who died with a curse upon his 
lips. And suddenly St. Francis’ heart grew sad 
and melting under its burden, like the heavy grey 
clouds that ran overlapping across the sky, or the 
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dirty, dark snow that lay under the olive trees. 
“IT have sinned, I have sinned, I have sinned,’ he 
kept repeating to himself. | 

And looking up, he perceived a young man approach- 
ing, clad in gorgeous raiment, cloaked and furred, with 
a sword slung at his belt, and leading a mud- 
bespattered panting horse by a silver-studded bridle. 
And seeing the young man going thus afoot, St. 
Francis suddenly smiled. 

“Why dost thou smile, monk ?” said the young man. 

“T smile because I see that even the rich must 
sometimes go on foot, and that made me happy. 
Forgive me, brother, for smiling, and tell me who 
thou art.” 

“T am a young noble of Bologna visiting this 
town, To-day I rode out in the country, to exercise 
my body and my horse, who has been eating off his 
head at a manger ever since I came here. But this 
hill is cursedly steep, and I drove the poor beast too 
hard, with the result that I have had to lead him, as 
thou seest. I am glad, nevertheless, that this has 
happened, for thou, I see, art he whom men call 
‘ the Poor Little Man of Assissi.’ ”’ 

““T am he in truth,” said Saint Francis, ‘“ And 
now that thou hast seen me, what dost thou think 
of mei?’ 
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“1 think thou art a rare wonder, but most un- 
happy,” said the young man, “ And I would do all 
that I could to bring that smile back to thy face.” 

“Then come and join my brotherhood, and thou 
shalt see me happy for an entire day, or perhaps 
longer,” said Saint Francis, laughing outright. At 
this the young man looked down for a moment. 

“* Must I sell all I have ? ”’ he said first, and then : 
“Well, why not?’’ And then he suddenly seemed 
to muse. ‘“‘ Let us strike a bargain, my poor little 
friend. To-night my friends in Assisi are giving 
a feast in my honour. There will be nobles and 
princes there, and poets and buffoons, and ladies 
whose breasts are like the snow when it first falls, 
and whose limbs move like music through the silken 
sheath of their garments. There will be also 
minstrels to sing the latest songs out of Provence, and 
much wine. I have heard that thou, in thy youth, 
wast fond of such singing, and not averse to a cup 
in good company. Come, and be with me at this 
banquet; give me and my friends one day of your 
life, to spend as we may choose, and then—if thou 
art still of the same mind—I will pledge you the rest 
of mine. Come, let us share our happiness together.” 

At these words, Saint Francis thought of the years 
that lay between him and his own youth; of the 
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loneliness that he had endured at the beginning; of 
his struggles with cardinals and popes, of the sacri- 
fices he had already made, and of the great sacrifice 
he must make at the end. ‘I cannot do it,” he 
said sadly, and he saw the young man tug at his 
horse’s bridle and go up the hill in silence. The 
wind blew colder and colder, and the sky scowled in 
menace as the rider disappeared into the distance. 
Yet Saint Francis stood still, and the great tears 
kept running down his cheeks. After awhile he 
came to himself, and as he went, slipping and slither- 
ing in the filthy puddles, ‘‘ I have sinned, I have 
sinned, I have sinned,” he kept muttering to himself. 
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XXXII 


God and Mammon 


Ir was the day of Judgment, and Mammon 
approached the Throne. 

“TI stand here,’ he said, ‘as representative 
of suffering humanity. It is quite true that I have 
never officially been granted this position, but it is 
also true that I have all along held it unofficially. 
Since the day when You left men to their own 
devices, pledging Yourself not to interfere with their 
whims and follies, there has been nothing but 
trouble. Take Cain and Abel, for instance. Would 
Cain have killed Abel if there had been some way 
of exchanging his fruits of the soil against Abel’s 
lambs? Not a bit if it. My philosophy of life has 
always been: Give Cain, or any other poor outlaw, 
something that seems to be, or is, of value, and 
You'll soon see him reform. I invented the cure for 
the world’s woes—gold. I patented the sole abiding 
and eternal elixir of life—money. I established the 
great temple that has remained absolutely unchanged 
throughout the rise and fall of all the world-empires 

132 


IE DOO DOE DYE Oe PARABLES 


and religions—the bank, My masterpieces in that line 
combine the ritual of the altar and the secrecy of the 
confessional, the cantraps of the witch-doctor and the 
efficiency of the exact scientist. What more could 
anyone ask? And the best of it all is that I perform 
a public service. Is it not better to have something 
as a medium of exchange, than to have to rely on 
communism and barter? Of course, there were a 
few mad fellows, like that Lenin over there—who, 
I see, is laughing at me—who thought he could do 
without me, and a great number of others who 
secretly loathed my power. ButIdidn’t mind. The 
mud that sticks to gold doesn’t diminish the value 
of the stuff. If it did, no one would ever consent 
to make money. Why, I have even put bankrupt 
customers like Christianity on their feet again time 
and time over, and they ought to be grateful to me 
for it. Yes, I’ve served humanity pretty well, and 
have a right to represent them now.” 

Here Mammon drew a long breath and went on. 
An immense audience of solid and drab bourgeoise 
all with monotonously uniform appearances, 
ambitions, and achievements, stood far behind him, 
craning their necks to catch every word. 

“ All I ask is, if you are going to wipe out this 
world, to give me charge over the next, After all life 

133 


PARABLES ae eotic-oeerie-akeatic-0ke 


hasn’t been so bad under my regime. Most people 
have been too afraid of life to make! great demands 
on it, anyway ; those whose demands were mediocre 
I always preserved. My business has been to see 
that the man who had but a single talent, or even 
half-a-talent for life, was legitimately protected, even 
if the fellows who had dozens had to pay. That 
was what I honestly strove for: to give the ordinary 
man a sense that God was in his heaven, and that 
the Christmas stocking hanging at the fireside was 
going to be filled. Is there anything on earth more 
desirable than a pretty little cottage by the roadside 
with a pretty little wife in it, and a pretty little savings 
account salted away for the kids, and a pretty little 
life generally? The very thought of it makes me 
want to weepand write poetry. Why .. .” 

Mammon here cast a glance at the throne. The 
Divinity was unquestionably asleep. 

“ After all, I think the Judgment Day is indefi- 
nitely postponed, my children,’ he remarked. ‘“ As 
Voltaire said, let us cultivate our garden: as some- 
body else said, let us get back to our muttons, We 
will now return to the earth, and see how the Stock 
Exchange stands this morning,” 
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XXXII 


The Last Farewell 


ONCE again, struggling to achieve the ultimate 
perfection which shall redeem the history of endless 
ages of suffering, I go forward, seeking for that clear 
star which my eyes have never seen, that eternal 
glow of joy which shall bear far to universes unfound, 
the relentless effort and energy of my life. 

And now I know, whatever may happen, how- 
ever long and bitterly I may have to seek, however 
hard my fate, that death is not the end. 

Death cannot destroy that power that is in me; 
that which in unconscious sleep holds fast to the 
total unity of happiness which I have seldom found 
in life; that which in some rare moments, when. 
consciousness and unconsciousness, body and soul, 
lay down their weapons and become one, has filled 
me with immense presaging ecstasy of what is to be. 

Somewhere beyond this life, on this earth, or 
on another akin to it, I shall shape for myself again a 
great naked body, with hands and feet, with eyes to 
respond to others, ears to hear their secret messages 
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of joy and pain, a voice to fill the silence with music, 
with blood and sex to create forms of art, and to go 
forth in bestowal of understanding and sympathy. 

I shall go onward, unslacking, unregretting: 
in whatever age, in whatever station, whether in the 
steeps of heaven or the depths of hell, creating my 
dream, until the boundaries of the universe are rent 
apart and there opens for me, and for all, the ever- 
burning and unburning fires of infinity. 


136 


YE Dorie DR SG-d4oSG-ahe PARABLES 


XXXIV 


Buddhism and Christianity 


MAN is but a means; he is never, under any cir- 
cumstances, an end. I, too, am but a means; 
a means to what? A means to attain in my 
imperfection to a more perfect comprehension of 
God. 

I go my own way which is neither Christian nor 
Buddhistic; for to the Christian the path of Buddha 
is hypocrisy, and to the Buddhist the way of Christ 
is hypocrisy. Christ’s way is the way of violence, 
the path of the inferior, oppressed race that seeks to 
overturn the superior one. ‘‘ Woe to you, Scribes 
and Pharisees, hypocrites.”” ‘‘ To him that hath shal! 
be given and from him that hath not shall be taken 
away that which he hath.’”’ ‘I come not to bring 
peace, but a sword.” ‘ Blessed are ye poor, for 
yours is the kingdom of heaven.”” A morality for war- 
lords and envious underlings ! 

Buddha’s way is the way of resignation, of noble, 
personal indifference to fate. He knows that though 
Christianity rests on an inferiority-complex, there 
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can be no complex for the man who is truly superior. 
“Let me help even these unworthy, that I may in 
them escape from the net of rebirth.” The progress 
of Christianity has been through a series of revo- 
lutions: Buddhism, on the contrary is entirely 
evolutionary. 


In me is the force of two thousand years of Christi- 
anity, meeting with the immeasurable endurance of 
Buddhism, In me are multitudes of kneeling 
agonized figures struggling to escape the sins of this 
world, intoning psalms of penitence, undertaking 
acts of charity; also there are multitudes of silent 
seated figures wrapt in the death trance of medi- 
tation, awaiting the ebb-tide of life. 

In me is also that God for which men must either 
seek, or whom they transiently find ; the dancer on 
the last abyss, the sower of the stars, who scatters 
indifferently into the darkness the flowers of innocence, 
the fruits of joy and of pain. And itis because Iam 
only a means to an end that I pass even beyond that 
God towards the moment when the Divine in matter 
is overcome by the Divine in spirit, towards that 
death in and to myself when life in time and space 
becomes life in eternity. 
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XXXV 


The Prayer of Antichrist 


Our Father, who art neither in heaven, nor on earth, 
but only in us, and in the sons and daughters born 
of us, hallowed be thy name of Man, Thy uni- 
versal Democracy come, on this earth which is both 
our hell and our heaven, Give us this day the 
healthful toil that brings in our daily bread; and 
grant to us the courage and the pride to remain 
that which we through toil have made of ourselves. 
Give us power to face temptation to the uttermost, 
and under every circumstance still to remain men of 
honour, For thine is the tragedy and the sorrow 
and the glory of man in this world where death is 
forever equal to life. Amen, 
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XXXVI 


The New Genesis 


In the beginning there was a monkey who would 
not be as other monkeys. He had been pelted with 
coco-nuts, bitten with fleas, chased by tigers, and 
in addition a she-monkey whom he had loved had 
gone off with another stronger and handsomer 
specimen of the breed. So he decided to change 
himself. He chopped off his tail with a sharp flint, 
singed the hair off his body with a firebrand, stood 
up on his hind legs, stretched out his hands to the 
sky and yelled. 

Suddenly, God woke up from His armchair into 
which He had dropped asleep, after carefully planting 
the first seeds of life on this planet. He looked 
down at the monkey’s face staring up at Him. So 
this was what life had come to ! 

“What do you want ?” remarked God, irritably, 
scarcely expecting an answer. 

“T want to be more than a monkey,” said the 
former ape, imitating God’s language perfectly. 
This, of course, stupefied the Old Gentleman. 
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“What, you want to be more?” He exploded. 
“ Very well, have your wish. Here are two packages, 
each containing a different kind of divine food. Eat 
this one and you will possess undying life but you 
will never know what life is. Eat this one and you 
will understand what life is, but at the price of your 
own existence. Choose which you will have.” 

“TI choose the second,” remarked the curious 
monkey, whereupon God, with a grunt of disgust, 
went back to sleep again. 
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